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Can He Unravel Death’s Mystery? 


HE creator of Sherlock Holmes believes he can answer the 

question: After death, what? Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
world-famous author and student of spiritism, has established 
to his own satisfaction that communication with those who 
have died is possible and he is now telling American audiences 
why. In an interview with Montrose J. Moses he explains to 
the readers of Leslie’s Weekly the faith that is in him. Read 
what he says in the issue of May 6. 
This issue brings you other notable features. For instance, 


transcontinental automobiling this summer promises to be 
more popular than ever before. In a delightfully informative 


article—‘‘Let’s Motor Across’’—Leon A. Dickinson, manager of 


the A. A. A. Touring and Transportation Bureau, tells about 
the various auto routes from coast to coast. 


In ‘‘Watch Your Stumble,’’ by Gordon Stiles, those who feel 
they must quench their thirst on going abroad will find some 
piquant, close-range observations on what to drink and what 
to leave alone in Europe. 


There is a final installment of Louis Lee Arms’s series on 
“Where Hollywood Gets Off.”’ And also, there’s a corking 
short story that you will enjoy. 


Plenty of pictures you like to see, worth-while editorials by 
Samuel Hopkins Adams, the Radio Department, the Invest- 
ment Bureau—these are some of the other features that you will 
find pleasant and profitable in Leslie’s Weekly for May 6. 


r ° , , 

len cents buys Leslie’s from any good newsdealer, or you can 
have it delivered every Thursday at your home as a regular 
subscriber for Five Dollars a year. 
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Drawn by CHARLES A. WINTER, Harvard °25. 


“THE LOOSE-LEAF SYSTEM” 
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Drawn by F TOLMAN, 
New Hampshire State College ‘25 








LITTLE-KNOWN FACTS ABOUT WELL-KNOWN PERSONS 


Richard 


DISILLUSION 
By Leonard Bronner,]r.Dartmouth '23 


| MET a girl so cute and neat, 
I took her to a dance, 

My heart and feet together beat, 
I loved her at a glance, 

I vowed that she my Queen should be, 
My Idol, my Romance! 


The dreams I wove as we whirled by 
No mortal could repress, 

Until she said, “Excuse me, Ned, 
I have to fix my dress.” 

Where did she go? Why I don't know, 
But maybe you can guess. 


Then she came back, O horrid sight! 
A gaudy wild Corinne! 

Each inch of space on lips and face 
Glared with the rouge pot’s sheen, 

My Dearest Wish! My Angel Fish! 
Was now a Canned Sardine! 


Ceeur-de-Lion was an accomplished crap-artist 


SUFFERING AND THE PANACEA 
By Mike Ely, Stanford ‘24 


G TRANGER, have you felt the paralyzing 
spell of a boundless desert in the heat 
of noonday? Then you can never know 
my emotions on that luckless August day. 

As I lay there with parched throat and 
pounding eyes under the scanty shade of a 
miserable mesquite tree and gazed bitterly 
at my broken-down car, the tragedy of my 
situation was overpowering. I turned, and 
there sat an ugly, venomous tarantula, wait- 
ing, waiting the whole desert was waiting, 
silent and hideous. As I watched the shim- 
mering heat waves distort every object into 
a grotesque nightmare, delirium mounted 
high in my feverish brain. Suppose that 
deadly tarantula should tire of waiting, and 
jump! TI couldn’t stand the thought! 

So with a thirsty groan, I staggered over 
to the drug store and demanded a root beer 


> 


SAMUEL PEPYS 
By Paul McKinney Palmer, Harvard ‘22 


| READ the stuff he wrote 
I said I liked him heaps, 
But how they grabbed my throat 
' 


When first I called him Pepys! 


I learned who read his books, 
Quite good, they say, his rep is, 

But there appeared cold looks 
When first I called him Pepys! 


I thought I had him cold, 
This name the crowd accepts. 
But, no! they say, that’s old, 
His name is really Pepys! 


Pepys, Pepys, and Pepys too; 
I do not give a damn. 

You call him what appeals to you 
But I shall call him Sam! 
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NOVEL WRITING MADE EASY 


By Harvey B. Pitts, Olivet 





Ten VAN DEUSEN, 


Stanford, '24 


Mother's Idea of Fraternity Activities 


scalding tears coursing down her cheeks 
What a picture of unprized love she makes! 


Alberto cries out in tones fraught with 












\ ARGUERITE THOMPSON was the rage and disappointment: “Marguerite, you 
only daughter of old John Thompson, have been eating garlic again.’ 

he multimillionaire cattleman of Dusty 

Flat He had ten million cows and forty " me 

nillion acres of land Marguerite was the BITS OF LIFE 

ole heiress. Naturally she was very popu By Alfa Eugene Bye, U. of North 
ar with all the ranch hands. She was not Dakota ’24 
bad prize, even if she did eat garlic. Her 

father had sent her to a young ladies’ fin [)!? you ever notice how provincial and 
shing school, where she soon graduated self-centered the world is? W hy, we 
th honors finishing the course of Thor can’t hold an ordinary conversation with- 
igh Romantic Brain Heat Then, she came cut some hint of our petty business affairs 
ack to the Rancho entering in. The 
The range foremar name was Alber very proverbs 

imp He was ably named He was tall, which we affect 

trapping fellow, and looked just as a hero the very bro 

hould look. He resembled Bill Hart. He mides of speec} 

had all the great qualities of our movie to which we are 

tars: that is, he could cry and look at one’ subject, are a Ree 

n an absent way. He was certainly there directly trace f . 

n making love Take him all in all, he was able to our 

the ideal of any modern girl We need not particular 

vwlame Marguerite’s choice She was only everyday 

running true to type pursuits 
Marguerite was instinct with romance, 

ind she changed the simple name of Albert 

tu Alberto She adored him she liked the 

vay the held his cigarette, and he won he 

heart the day he said, “Gee Whiz, Dash It,’ 

vhen the wind blew his hat off for the 

tenth time He was fast becoming her 

hero How well did he ride his horse, in a 

valk! 
As the days went by and immer a 

coming to a close, these two people would 

often ride the range together Often they 

would ride their horses to the crest .- 

hill and there watch the sunset, Albert 


vith 
to exclamations such as, 
wonderful?” One day 


stern 
“Oh, isn’t it 
sn't it while 


to them, just to greet Marguerite, and 


is he cried, “Buenas Dias, Senorita,” 
Alberto hissed between his teeth, and 
placed his hand upon his trusty forty 
ve, and Mexican Joe fell from hi 
horse with a bullet between his eyes 
“Ah, le there and kick, Mexican Cur 
That is the fifteenth man | have shot 
this summer, for the same thing He 
then placed the fifteenth mark on t! 
bar’l of his gun 

“Oh, you are so brave, so true, 80 
big and strong!” said Marguerite, wit! 


eyes beaming full of pleasure Then 
is they stood in the glory of the sun 
et, when the light blue of the mour 
tains was turning to purple, and the 
lurtle Doves in the cottonwoods along 
the river were sending their love mes 


sages to one another, and the lonely 
Coyote gave his wretched howl, and 
the sad and solemn stillness fell over 
all, Marguerite put her lily-white arms 
about Alberto’s neck. 

As he looks down to embrace her, 
his face registers intense pain and 
agony What is it? This is what 


he has been pining for all summer, this 
why he trotted his horse; he shot 
Mexican Joe for this, and this is why 
sweat never stood on his brow; he had 
risked his life a hundred times for her 
He tears her arms from his neck. He 
shoves her from him with murderous 
aspect. She stands there in the wan- 
ing light of day, a pitiful figure, large, 


face and Marguerite giving vent 
grand, 
they 
vere riding, Mexican Joe came dashing up 


CA / 
» 
(eon 


} ‘p \\ 


CE. BISSANTL 


Drewn by E. Bissantz, Cornell “24 


TO CORDELIA, WHO 
KNOCK-KNEED 


ORDELIA, fairest of the fair, 


IS 


We love your lips, your eyes, your hair, 


Your piquant hands and shoulders rare, 
But we know why your knees are bare; 
For they, in walking, gently knocking, 
Would wear a hole in each silk stocking— 
So you, perforce, must be quite bold, 

And keep your stockings neatly rolled! 








Having always suspected this to be true 
I one day set about to prove it In m 
noo search for Judgelets, | made the 
rounds of all my friends, engaging : ! 
pleasant colloquy Here’s the mer % 

“I’m pleased to meet you,” smiled the 
butcher : 

“Suit yourself,” said the tailor 

“That's right,” agreed the traffic cop 

“And so forth,” said the dressmaker 

“That’s a dirty shame,” observed the 
washerwoman 

“Every little bit helps,” philosophized the 
carpenter. 

“That's the long and the short of it,” re 
torted the rural operator 

“Try to keep a stiff upper lip,” admor 


ished the barber 
“Yes, I need it,” protested the baker 
I’m not very well posted on that,” fa 
tered the bookkeeper 


“These words shall be mv last.” averra 
the cobbler 7 ary 
Why I Hate Ruth 
| ER pretty dimpk 
Her black atin pump 
Her cute was 
Her bow-leggedness 
Her method of alway making fun of 
me 
Why I Fell in Love with Mary 
Her pretty dimples. 
Her black satin pump 
Her cute ways 
Her bow-leggedness 
Her liking to hear me talk ab 
myself 
Irving P. Myerson, Georgia 
Styles Similar 
In the ballroom nowadays one would 
think he was at the seashore 
Leo Skolkin, Stevens Tech 
THE HUMORIST 
By A. B. Miller, Franklin and 


Marshall 


He was funny; 
He agreed with everybody 
About that 
He wakened me 
At two A.M 
lo say, “Good Night.” 
He aroused me 
In the morning 
By holding an alarm clock 
lo my ear 


He put salt in my coffee 
He played 

The same Victrola 
1,756 times straight 
He wrote on signs 
I posted 

On the bulletin board, 
And though I am 

An upper classman 
He said, “Frosh, 

[ stood it all; 


record 


Job had nothing on me 
But one day 
He winked 


At Grace 

> > * > 
His fraternity brothers 
Sent green chrysanthemums 





Drawn by R. E. StTarrorp, Pennsylvania 


NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH 
By T. Roy McLeod, Western U 
London, Can. '23 


| TOLD her I was the bright 
I lied 


rh n er cent. at school was hig! 
I lied 
I told her things that made er 
And ¢ é rapture at the Sky, 
It was wrong, of course, but you kn¢ 
I lied 
She said she thought that I was we 


She lie 


ad 
. but I 
d 


She said sweet thing 

one iie 
She wer home and told her sister Ne 
How she had vamped, and how I 
Now tl is bunk, she lied like 
Anywa 

She lied 

Chemistry 

“This part of the courss really belongs 
the department of classics, gentlemer 
said the chem stry protessor to the gr 
of eager students about him, as he start 
mix the east and mola 


laboratory 


ilexander Leitch, P 


Quite Late 


( | show ng new g£ uy I 

ne dance ast ! gr t It 
4 

. rity Site Ye I Y 
got at two-thirty this morning 


2 


“Oh, Bill! This is so sudden!” 


Jea I ove So). ] l¢ 
I for their da l } 
tneir ghts so lov 
Jeanne—Yes. Too bad hei: 
e so high, thoug! 
D Rl S 











A. R. Strecom, Yale i 
c.s 


M ARRAN, Yale i 


Connoisseur—I can always tell a 


college man. 


W ould-be Connoisseur—By his air? 


“No. By his breath.” 


4 


Esquima 


THE WIFE 





big, the type 
ersi.ies are 


big, wonder 


that waved be 


i 
} 
l 
) r me 
ne r 
' r wil 
Liiy i 
e srigur 
j re 
spor 


went into the 


spring dance 
y outside the 

A ! fire 
wha doe ’ 


“che 
she must be 
proper yet 


rts, read and 


hesitated 


ncouragingly 


Va 
é ¢ me 
E pa 
Slow! began to 
dri g 
MA She ist he 
B. Be Cornell 
Distant 
relatir then ”’ 
, y, PY etor 
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Diawn b 
Title by Mike ELy, Stanfe 
She—I'm getting so that I can drink 
either gin or whisky. 
He—The last two are all right, but 
for Heaven's sake lay off the ether! 


THOMPSON, Stanford 
rd University "24 


GEORGE 


THE CLOTHES OF YESTERYEAR 
By Clyde Hyder, Drury ‘24 


(Where i Echo, behe f no mar 
Only heard on rive ind mere 
She whose beauty vu rY e than humar 
But where are the now f yvester-yea 
1 Be le 
"T’ELL me in what hidden place 


Cleopatra, lovely woman, 


} 1 
subtle grace 


She who by her 
Lured to death the lordly Romar 
Where is Queen Bess, who married no mat 
Who caused Sir Walter many a tear, 


Where Titania, and where French Joan, 
Where are the clothes of yester-year? 
Ah, where is Chaucer’s Gentle Nun? 
And where is Mary, Scotland's queen, 
She who by peerless beauty 
Men’s hearts. but lost her high demesn¢ 
And where is Helen, by Paris see 
Brought bitter strife and b 
For he with her to Troy did rur 
Where are the clothes of yester-year 


won 


had, 


, 


Oh, where are the clothes that Cleo 
Clothes by the censor oft forbidder 


And was she ever lightly clad, 
Her frocks e’er show what should be 
hidden? 
(That modern ladies should be chidder 


For clothes they don’t wear seems quite 
queer.) 
a 


Was Cleopatra style-beridder 


Where are the clothes of yester-year 
L’envo 
Where are the clothes that our grand- 
mothers wore? 
Gone, all gone, the cynic sneer 


And the modern 


Than that of the Lady Vere de Vere 


Yes, fashions change, we sadly fear 
Gone is the bustle famed of yore, 
Gone are the clothes of yester-year! 


oodshed drear, 


corsage shows much more 


THE COLLEGE MAN 
By William B. Belden, Cornell (25 


| MAY not be a statesman, 
I may look like a tough. 

I'm not so good at business 
But man—I know my stuff! 


I've called the signals for the team 
And kicked the winning goal. 

I've won six letters in my time, 
E’en though I lost my soul. 

I've danced with princes’ daughters, 
I've led the Junior Ball 

My name has been a password 
In every college hall. 


I’ve rated every honor, 


And now that I am through 
I've got an education 

But—there’s nothin’ I can do! 
I've drifted down the Rio Grande, 


Peru. 
degree 
nothin’ I can do! 


I've bummed in fair 
I've got a water-soaked 
But—there’s 


Ambition 
Iufuriated Prof Sir, you lack ambition, 
neentive and bac You are hopeless 
Do you know that when Sir Isaac Newtor 
was your age he had contributed two great 
science books to the world? 
Impudent Stude—-Yes, and when George 
Washington was your age he was president 
of the United States 


Fred L 


yone., 


Cole, U. of Texas *? 








FUNNY, AIN'T IT, HELEN? 
By R. B. Freeman, Amherst 
\I* PEN won't write of burnished arm 

Nor tell of ancient Greece; 
Venus’ charms 
Nice, 


My pen won't sing of 
Or pampered dames in 


It won't descant of proud romance 
And king or knight, 


Nor versify of shattered lance 
And weary, bloody fight. 

My pen 
Nor 

T 


Though I 


squire or 


won't write of bird and flower 
summer blue; 
struggle hour by hour, 


skies so 


’Twill only write of you! 


Drawn by FRANK Down, 

U. S. Military Academy ‘23 

First—I hear two towns out in Kan- 
sas are having an awful dispute over 
which is your birthplace—almost a 
civil war. 

Second—Yes? How come? 

“Why, Wichita claims you were born 
in Emporia, and Emporia says you 
were born in Wichita.’ 
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i Masque to be hastily 
donned when one's instruc 

tor announces he will be 

| unable to meet the class. 


\ 
| x 
a 
> mf 
& gee 





> | Of inestimable one's 

rt « philosophy lectures is this raptly 
attentive false face It may have 

y a nasal clamp to silence snoring 


value for 


Inspired by the Vogue in Masques We Suggest the Following 
to Help Smooth the Path to Knowledge 





At the class banquet this masque serves well to hold 
down one’s reputation as a “good fellow.” 









One can create a much more 

favorable impression by wear 

ing such a masque when sum 

moned to appear before the 

Committee on Low Scholar 
ship 


24RD 








. Sis So 
This jovial masque, if applied 
when the Professor of Greek 
springs his annual jokes, will 
save muscular effort and facial 
contortion 








D on by J. W. PuRceLy, 


Cornell 





A Wonderful Thing 


Yea, verily, brothers, chemistry is a 
wonderful thing! It énables ye stoode to 
test his dad’s home brew for fusel oil. 
thereby keeping the old gentleman on this 
terrestial sphere so that ye stoode can 

continue to make a liv- 


ing by writing for 
Ps money 
Sidney K. Eastwood, 
ve ‘ Carnegu Tech "22. 
ma - 4 
SS GOING WRONG 
i» 


By C. H. Kirk, 


Wisconsin ‘22 


|! isn’t everybody 
Who can stay on the 
Straight and narrow 
- Path, for not long ago 
While out in the 
Country, a preacher 
Drove up and inquired 
The way to the nearest 
lowr I told him, 
But as he was disap- 

pearing 

Down the road, he 

Drawn b 

& N. Da.ron Suddenly turned to 
N. ¥ The left, after I 
Had plainly told him 


~ i 


her” 


City College 


“THE 
~ That the first turn 
COLLEGE = Was to the right 
MAN This is only another 
Equipped for Instance of a Good Man 
life. Gone Wrong 





night 
guard- 


Negro 
watchman 
ing stock room of 
blackboard factory 
at midnight 


the bay 
heavy fog. 


eee eat acai 
| 


Showing pro- 
jectile from 200- 
mile cannon at 


ing keg of 


moment of at- lar. 
taining greatest 

speed. 
’ 

) 

\ 

} 

\ 

| 

4 ~ " a a a 4 


Drawn by Frep Fisner, Stanford “24 
Titles by Cag. Suovr, Stanford ‘24 
“Outlines of public 
finance.” 


Long line of 
camouflaged sub- 
marines crossing 


Fireman rescu- 


from blazing cel- 


The decline of religion 








Drawn by J. A. DuNCAN, Cornell °25 
Hunch by E. K. Kennepy, Cornell “2: 


A Codfish Ball. 


Happy Adam 
Whatever trouble Adam had. 
No man could make him sore 
By saying, when he told a joke, 
“I’ve heard that thing before.” 
B. Lobar, Columbia 


The Night of Prom 
Fair Co-ed—Oh, Sue! I am all out 
whiting for my neck and arms. 
Sue—Here's whiting I use on my buck 
skins—-you're welcome to use it on yours 
Louise Holt. Carroll Colleag: 


‘African mn 
shooting dice on 
the summit of the 
Matterhorn. 





in a 





mm | 
| 


al 
wm DA | 
> ll | 
<2 wo a 
tf 1 


Futuristic impression of 
wine the next President's inau- 
guration. 





Ancient history. 


IN A COLLEGE CLASSROOM 
By Kevin A. Walsh, St. Louis U. ‘24 


hee schoolbell tolls the knell of parting 
play, 

The weary students straggle into class; 

Professors start things for another day, 

And give the duds another chance to 


pass. 


Now fades the 
glimmering 
campus from 
their view, 

And all the quad 
a deathly si 
lence finds, 

Save where some 
Freshie gets 
his daily due, 

Or drowsy le 
tures dull the 
Seniors’ minds 


Save where some 
ham, some 
thirty minutes 
late, 

Steals in and 
hopes to dodge 
a watchful eye; 

Or, such, as slip- 
ping out to 
keep a date, 

Are caught and 
get another by 
and by 





Drawn by 
Frep Paut WILLIAMS, 
Columbia °23 


SON-UP ON 


Within the class- 


rooms, where 
the  tencher BROADWAY 
talk, “I swan, Eb must 


Where lie the have a tidy farm 
books in many thar in New York. 
5 . ay pene = Writes that he don't 
sae in us narrow do nothing but look 
desk, besmeared 
. ‘ after the bulls, 
with chalk, 
The dreamy stu- Water the stock, 
dents of the milk the goats, and 
college sleep feed the chickens.” 


Out of Luck 


“I'm out of luck now that 
over.” 
“How is that?” 
“Vacation is the only time that I can 
convince anyone that I am a student.” 
G. K. Smith, Dartmouth °25. 


vacation 1s 


A FABLE FOR COLLEGIANS 
By Harold N. Swanson, Grinnell '23 


H® had hung his pin—long, dim ages 

ago. He had completed the payments 
on the ring. He was marrying the most 
wonderful girl in school. 

On the eve of his wedding he wondered 
how things would be a year from that 
night. He wondered if she would still love 
him, if he vould be as crazy about her. 

> + > . 


Time has a way of going by. Another 
year came—the anniversary of that night 
= they were still as crazy about each 
other. 


You see, they hadn’t been married yet. 























Har 
Kindly Old Gent—Well, well, can these all be your children, or is it a picnic? 


Drawn by CHARLES CHILD, ard 


W oman—They’re all mine. 


FIANCEE (WHO WANTS 
TO MAKE UP) 

By B. J. Scheinman, Harvard ‘22 
\ HEN whiskers grow upon my chin, 


And barren is my pate; 


TO A 


When grayish yellow is my skir 
And halting is my gait; 

When all my teeth have fallen out, 
And false ones do instead: 


When I can’t hear though people shout, 
And bells ring in my head; 

When my strong voice is but a 
And things are hard to see: 

When all my bones just seem 
In some sad melody; 

ends in a c 


Squeak, 


to creak 


When every breath 
And nothing I ean do; 
When that time comes I'll call this off 
And maybe marry you 
THE UNHAPPY ENDING 
UNE twilight The sun has set, and a 
crescent moon begir s to cast its silvery 


the 


We sit 


is cla sped 


together in 
in hers I 


beams around us 
park, and my hand 


lay my head on her shoulder She strokes 
my hair. 

Suddenly she jumps up and exclaims 
“It’s getting late Come We must get 
hack. Your mother will be worried to 
death.” 

We leave the park, and sorrowfully I 
follow my nurse homeward 


Jose ph C. Ryan, Notre Dame, Ind. 


Her Attire 


Dimme» The dress that girl almost has 
on would make a fine belt 

Dummer—Yes, and her stockings would 
be fine hair nets 

\ D. Brown Stevens Tech. 
. 
Advantage 

4/ky—-Whatja make on that math exam? 

Hoyle—Eighty 

“I made ninety-five; whatja make in 
chem? 


“Hey, it’s my time to ask you first” 


Joe Earnest, U. of Texas '23 


f 


! 


4 





It’s no picnic! 


A Matter of Words 


“My father used to be a famous author, 
ind received ten cents a word for writ- 
ng.” 

“That’s nothing My father got ten 
dollars a word once od 

“How was that?” 

‘Oh, talking back at the judge.” 

‘What did he say?” 

Well, he was fined thirty dollars.’ 

John L. Seyler, Amherst '2 





= 
Drawn by Epwarp Gorpon Ke.iey, Rutgers 
The flapper’s outfit for the coming 
season at the beach—brilliant scarf, 
camel’s hair bathing-suit, rolled ones, 
and the water-shedding galoshes. 


‘ 





THE TEST OF TRUE LOVE 
| USED to worship Eloise! 
I thought that she was the most 
derful girl that God ever created 
I composed poems telling of her 
ful eyes and hair. 
I believed her to be the 
natural beauty and grace 
But all that is over now. 
I stood behind her yesterday and watched 
her run down the street! 
Robert Gray Hopkins, 
U. of Cincinnati ’24. 


won- 
wonder 


symbol of all 


Her Line 
Rho—That girl reminds me of a graph 
Psi—Why; because she has mean ex- 
tremes? 
“No, she has a calculated line.” 
4. M. Coon, Cornell '25 
A College Letter 
Dear Mary: I got my diploma; I got 


hit my exams for 
Pete Perkins, A. B 
nobly: 


a cum laude degree. I 
a homer and now am 


I've learned how to inhale quite 

my shoes come from Franks, clothes from 
Brooks. You really would almost not 
know me—I’m surely some smooth boy 
on looks. I've learned how to dance this 
here toddle; on Latin and Greek I've been 
fed. I savvy this forensic twaddle—I tell 
you I’m sure college bred And now we 
can go and get married I’ve learned all 


thought 


live on 


But 
can 


one 
we 


the dope, so to speak. 
my pleasure has harried 
thirteen a week? 

J. Rolf Nugent, Amherst 


Selfishness 


Practical Reporter—How many are dead? 


Practical Wreck—Don’t know. I wasn't 
killed 
Phil Newill, Stanford ‘24. 
Why She Didn't 
Jane—Did you have a good time at the 
Prom? 
Betty My dear, don’t be silly! We id 
a chaperon! Ww. C. Sarran, Yale 
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‘ornell °24 


Drawn by J. A. HARTRELL, ¢ 


Voice—Then may I call you to-morrow? 
She—Certainly, old dear, call me anything you please. 


SIR GAWAINE AND THE 
DRAGON 
By Mike Ely, Stanford '24 
) =. eo eye é - i< be - 
iultitude of rabbits, and many dragons and 
much ale The more ale, the more dragons. 


Having defeate 
parts by a matter of 
bethought me to run my) 

And so, mounting my trusty and 
girding on my new chrome 


1 the champion of t 
quarts, I 
f down a dragon. 


nose 


two 


steed 
} vanadium tux, 
I called upon any and all dragons to come 
forth. As if in answer, there appeared the 
grand-daddy of all dragons He was of a 
pinkish color, with wavy hair, parted in the 
middle. He was fully eight cubits in length, 
having cight legs and being equipped with 


a copious tail surmounted by numerous 
razor blades that made a hideous clanking 
as he walked He had seven heads and 
large, floppy ears and blue eyes, twenty-two 
of which were cross-eyed His name was 
Oswald Some enterprising press agent 
ad painted in huge letters on his back, 
“Chew Pigle Gum.” 

I am a hardy knight, my brethren, and 
yet I quaked in my cast-iron boots. Never- 
theless, I drew fort my trusty bean- 
hooter and prepared to do battle. But this 


monster was an evil geni« Seating himself 


on several of h haunct and waving his 
dukes, he thus addressed me: “Sir Gawaine, 
with one tap of my ruddy beak I can roll 
thee for a loop. And yet I would sport 
with thee, and will let thee go if ye can 
defeat me in a contest of wits. Art ready? 
Then attend 

“Where does the white go when the snow 
melts? 

“Where does the wind go when it doesn’t 
blow? 

“What becomes of your lap when you 
tand up? 

“How far is up?” 

Brethren, I shook till my helmet came 
unwelded. I was low. I lost all interest in 
dragons. But then, at the moment of 


darkest despair, I reached into my left hip 
pecket, which I had riveted on in my spare 
moments, and drew forth that which was 
mine only salvation. Drawing myself up 
to my full height by means of my well- 
oiled hinges, I thus spoke: 

“Hardy one, listen, and shrive 

“What is a resultant? 

“What is a eutectoid? 

What is a derivative?” 

“What was the Clayton-Bulwar 

“Dragon, these be simple 


l: 


treaty”? 
such 


juestions, 





as the frosh answer or roll out. What do 
you say?” 

My brethren, that dragon’s name was 
mud. Wiping fourteen eyes and blowing 
his fourth nose, he surrendered. And, lest 
ye doubt me, here is his autographed photo. 
Boy, bring me a choc malt, for I thirst. 

And great was the name of Sir Gawaine 
in those halls, and much the quaffing of 
Scotch and the smacking of chops and the 
giving of Skyrockets. 


Expression 


Dorr—What’s your idea of intelligence? 

Matt—The expression that appears on 
a man’s face when he’s shaving his upper 
lip. Geo. S. Hulse, Boston U. ’24. 


Johnny 

“What's the 
matter with 
Johnny? He 
wasn't pro- 
moted, I 
notice.” 

“Oh, he just 
had a way of 
letting what 
he was going 
to do interfere 
with what he 
was doing so 
often that it 
became’ what 
he hadn’t 
done.” 

C. Hescheles, 

Stevens 


Tech. 25. 
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THE REASON 
ACH fellow’s room I enter has a pic- 
ture 


Of some most lovely Miss to gain at- 
tention 

Least it seems everyone that I might 
mention 


Is so bedeck’d with this alluring fixture. 
Faith, I had no idea there were so many! 
Perhaps it’s because in mine there isn’t 

any! 
G. W 23. 


FLUNKER’S DAILY DOZEN 


Carmany, Amherst 


1. Wake up. 

2. Turn over to get the sun out of eyes. 
3. Wake up again. 

4. Yawn. 

5. Yawn, stretch 


twice, yawn. 
6. Go to sleep. 
7. Wake up. 
8. Yawn twice 
9. Stretch 
10. Toss shoe at 
roommate 
11. Inquire the time, 
12. Go to sleep again, 
If you do 





these ex- 
ercises every morning 
regularly at eight Drawn by 
thirty, you will feel Leo SKOLKIN, 
fine when rising at Stevens Tech. 
eleven. After some She (after a 
practice they become 


kiss)—Jack, you 
forget yourself. 
He—I can 
think of myself 
any old time. 


a habit, and no more 
thought need be given 
them. 
E F. Bissantz, 
Cornell "24. 


FORESIGHT 


Senior—Well, dear, why won’t you marry me, after my graduation? 
Movie Actress—To be perfectly frank, George, I do not believe that my 


income is sufficient to support two. 


5 

















COLD 
SHE was cold, apathetic, aloof 
“7 He was composed, disconcerted, 
seemingly inattentive. 

Her voice shook as she frigidly upbraided 
him in icy rebuke. But through it all, he 
remained calm and cool, as far removed as 
some Arctic glacier. 

Furious at his apparent distraction, she 
backed away. A spark from the fireplace 
leaped to her filmy dress. It caught, and 
long, leaping tongues of fire enveloped her. 

Terror-stricken, she screamed to him for 
help. 

There was no reply. Beneath her ultra- 
frigid gaze he had slowly frozen to death. 

Charles H. VW olfe, Ohio We sleyar "23 


and 


va 
Ltt . >\ - . 
Ca 
j 


\ \ «73 





Si 
Vhinigmed DeVo 





———, 7 . 
ih O 1 191/./ = 








by Henry Spritz, City College, N. Y., '26 


Date canceled. 


A CLOSE FRIEND 
H® took her out on a party, 
And spent only twenty-three 
whispered nothings 


cents. 
Then he the 
smarty! 

In tones that were very intense. 

And he told her he knew she’d forget him, 
In sentences very verbose, 

But she said she would always remember, 
And think of him ever as close. 

Kenneth P. Britton, Williams. 


sweet 


Partners 
The berry who started this “editorial 
plural” stuff musta hadda tapeworm. 
Clair Bushong Diffenbaugh, 
Franklin and Marshall ’25. 


MOODS 
URKY days 


4 \ >» 
% cay \ Moody ways, 
sf 


Trouble lays. 


\ Sunny climes, 
eS Happy times, 
Pleasant chimes. 


Brilliant beams, 
Golden dreams, 
Poet’s schemes. 


Foggy haze, 
Poet’s bays, 
Sleepy daze, 

John F. Weber, Jr., 


St. Louis U. ’24. 


The Reason 


“How do you 
happen to have 
so much money 
this morning?” 

“Went to the 
races yesterday.” 

“And bet on a 
winner?” 
“Nope; 


didn’t 





Drawn by Winirrep DeVoe, George Washington University "24. 


“Getting Set.” 


bet at all 
Franklin H. Love, 
William Jewell’23 





Drawn by Grorce THompson, Stanford ’22. 
Hunch by Dick BLoop, Stanford 

Vassar—I see you have a letter from 
your college. 

Scranton—Yes, indeed. 

“Let’s see—what is your college? 

“Lie. 
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ApaMs, Cornell ‘23 


BIM JARNES’ LIST OF TEN COMMON FAULTS 
OF GOLFERS 


No. 11—Failure to meet the ball. 

















THE LEGEND OF EVERY GIRL 
By Edna M. Traylor, Denver U. '23 


‘D managed to get a lot of men so in- 

terested in me, that each one said | 
must become his darling bride to be. And 
| agreed but asked for time to think the 
matter out, for I didn’t know which one 
would be my dashing bridegroom lout. 

I thought, “I am a wise young girl, on 
all my friends I'll call and not decide until 
I've heard opinions from them all.” 

And so I called on Annabel, my dearest 
friend and best. 

“Oh, Charles Mears,” she said, “is way 
above the rest. But, oh, my dear, take my 
advice and look before you leap, for mar- 
ried life is full of woe and wives lose lots 
of sleep.” 

And then I went to Susan Green, a gir! 
I've known for years, and Susan said that 
I'd confirm her deepest, darkest fears. 

“No man,” she said, “could possibly be 
good enough for you. You are a girl above 
the rest, no common man would do.” 

But Mrs. Waite, my mother’s friend, was 
worse by half a mile. 

“My dear,” she said, “my spouse and I, 
we never even smile. A newspaper at 
breakfast time, he hides his face behind, 
and only speaks to say the toast suits not 
his frame of mind.” 

And then I thought my Aunt Marie would 
be far more sincere, banish all uncertain- 
ties, and make the thing more clear. 

“My niece,” she wept, “my married life 
(it seems you needs must know) is full of 
trials and worriments and bitter, hidden 
woe. Your uncle’s hair is false—a wig; 
he takes it off each night and hargs it up 
above his teeth which gleam by day so 


bright. His collars never fit his neck, but 
1 think they'd stop his ears, if his head 
should slip and fall on through, for that’s 
the kind he wears. He'll buy cigars and 
golf sticks, too, and never count the cost, 
but let me buy a dress or hat and you'd 
think his fortune lost A man's a trial, 
the best of them; you'd better far steer 
clear. You'd never more be free yourself, 
I count the price too dear.” But still I 
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brawn by Jim Mutr, Pittsburgh University 
Hiunch by E. P. Grorer, Pittsburgh University 


Near Bier. 


chose one from them all, and married him 
forthwith. I'm finding out that it’s all 
true, and romance is a myth 


THE MATINEE TALKERS 
Thursday afternoon in front of the Globe 
Theater) 


By Nathan Phillips, Princeton 


“| ET’S go in here. Seems to me I've 
4 heard something about this one. | 
don’t remember what.” 

“Clara saw it. She says it’s too sweet 
for anything.” 

“Look, here’s a picture of the dance they 
do. They say it’s awfully clever. And |! 
declare, I've seen George do exactly the 
same step.” 

“It doesn’t look very hard.” 

“George does exactly the same step. It 
just shows ‘ 

“Well, we can go somewhere else.” 

“No, let’s go right in here. I want to see 
this dance myself Imagine, George 
does, , 

“I wonder how much tickets are. I don’t 
see a sign, do you?” 

“No. I should think they'd at least... . 
Oh, there’s one. . Four dollars a 
seat! That's 8 | outrageous Especially when 
George. ° 
“You're looking at the wrong one. That's 
evenings. ... Here it is. Matinee, two- 
fifty. That’s not bad.” 

“Humph. They make enough on it, at 
that. Well, here, I’ve got change.” 

“No, Annie, please! I really want to 
get this bill broken anyway.” 

> + * 

“Isn't that provoking! No matinee to- 
day. I thought all these high-class shows 
had matinees on Thursdays.” 

“Well, it’s getting too late for a regular 
show anyhow. Let’s go to a movie.” 


Yes, there’s a lovely thing on up at the 
Strand.” 

“I always say you get more for your 
money at a movie. Just imagine! 
does that very same!” 


George 
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“Wring out, wild belles.” 
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INDISPOSITION 
\ NNETTE is indisposed. . 


sO 


She told me 


By telephone a litttle while ago 
I have a picture formed to my mind's ey¢ 
Of 'Nette’s indisposition. ‘Tis composed 
Of three parts languor; one part boredom 
With this world; two parts too many ciga- 
rettes; 
And four parts party of the night before. 
She'll be reclining in true flapper pose 
On cushioned couch, seanty as to 
clothes, 
Perusing “Judge” 
posed 
So much so that sh 
date 
With me. She loves me not! Else why 
Should she refuse my supper and my car? 
May not Annette’s indisposition be 
len parts some other man? Well, ay de 


most 
Annette is indis- 


e spurns with scorn a 


mii 
I'll go call up Philippa. She can pet 
And kiss most lusciously. I'll make of her 
My goddess for the evening, since Annette 
Is “indisposed.” 

Gordo: 


D. Kissam, Annapolis '24 


Ask Darwin—He Knows 
Maybe we did come from monkeys, be- 
cause we know a guy that has kept the 
breed true. 
Robert M. Moore, Stanford °25 


One of the Notices Which Never 
Appears in the College Dailies 
The Senior Members of the Freshman 
Advisory Committee will meet this evening 
in physics laboratory. Any unsold radiators, 
cainpus passes, reserved chapel! seats, fresh- 
men rules, exemption certificates, or permits 


to use the swimming pool, will be turned ir 


it this tise Rk. J. Sloan, Cornell 
CONTRADICTION 
By P. Stewart Macaulay, Johns Hop- 
kins °23 


W ITH lofty air 

Of savoir faire, 

rhe knowing one 

Expounds me this: 

“There is no real ‘kick’ in a kiss 
If you've had one before.” 


But now I know 

It is not so. 

I tried last night 

And tell you this: 

There is a real kick in a kiss 
Her dad came in the door! 


A MOMENT’S ORNAMENT 


QHE was a thing of beauty sent 
‘“" To be a moment’s ornament. 
She lingered like a faint perfume 
Which breezes cruel soon consume 
From ‘neath my grasp of steel she crept, 
And like a poor, weak thing I wept, 
To see her softly slip away 
To light another’s dreary day 
And now as weary days all close, 
A perfume faint, just like the rose, 
Recalls to mind the money spent, 
Upon that moment’s ornament 

Harry 4. Jones, Tulane ‘24 


A Digest of the World’s Humor 


Banter treats the matter as a jest. The 


Orange Peel has slipped up sadly over it, 
while the Brown Jug lost its cork com- 
pletely. The Punch Bowl is quite Frothy 


over it, and Sun-Dodger cannot stand still 
long enough to see light on the question 
Tar Baby sees the question in its blackest 
aspect. Virginia Reel refuses to take 
definite stand on the question. Purple Co 
takes the awkward view of the matter 
Tiger objects to one claws of the case. So 
the case still remains unsettled as to the 
place of Woman in College humor. 
Albert L. Meyers, Colgate 


Perhaps 


“Honi soit qui mal y pense.’”’—-Perhaps 
the reason so many of our more prominent 
reformers look as though life had dealt 
them from the bottom of the pack. 

D. H, Thompson, Princeton °24 


What It Proves 


If a girl cries it proves that she has 
heart, and that she has confidence in he: 
face powder, 


Wallace X. Rawlins, U. 


of Colorads 
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Samson—Won’'t you tell me how I 
might prove my great love? 
Delilah—Oh—buy and buy! 


Two of a Kind 


Small Pug—Yeah, I'm little. I’m a fly 
weight, but say, kid, I sure is some pest of 
a fly in de ring. 

Opponent—You got nothin’ on me, sonny 
I’m light, too. I’m what dey call a paper 
weight. An’ say, it’s flypaper at dat! 

Chas. W. Roberts, Ohio Wesleyan 


——! of Ga’! 
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Drawn by CHESTER GoULD, Northwestern ‘24 


He—I can’t keep my mind off you! 
She—Nor your feet. 


11 
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Prawn by Sipney Hicks, 

Southwest State Teachers’ Collewe ‘24 

“How did you happen to make the 
team, Rastus?” 

“Well, boss, dey was only ten head- 
geahs.”” 


CELIA’S EYES 
By J. W. Wright, Yale '23 


\ HEN the stainless vault of vernal ski« 
Arches a sea of flowers, 

I need no watch but Celia’s eyes 
To reck the flying hours 


At the drowsy hush of deepest noor 
When the sky is soundless blue, 
They echo like a still lagoon, 
The noonday’s azure hue 


And as the blush of twilight creeps, 
Over the frowning hill, 

They glow like a dying fire that keeps 
The ghost of its radiance still 


But when the lingering roseal light, 
Has left the topmost scar, 

They are twin fragments of the night, 
Each studded with a star 


They change with the sky as the hours roll 
on, 
From noon till night’s repose; 
But whether they match Heaven at dawr 
Why, Heaven only knows! 


FOOTNOTES FROM A PURER 
THAN’S LEXICON 


By Armand K. Fidaire, Columbia '22 
(JHEEK-TO-( HEEK: Vulgar facia] 


4 juxtaposition of the malefactors 
Dance: An_ innocent-appearing 
employed to cloak a scandalous conspiracy 
of the unrighteous 
Dance Hall: The scene of the crime 
Dancer: One guilty of dancing 
Dancing: Rhythmical hugging 
Fox Trot: Most common manner of com 
mitting dancing; so called from resemblances 
to gait of dromedary. 
Jazz: Queer sounds 
leged rhythm. 
Musician: 
Partner: 
may be. 
Phonograph: See musician. 
Prohibition: Generic name for enlight- 
ened and salutary type of legislation, soon 
to comprehend dancing, music, motoring, 
and kindred evils, and aiming to reform 
dancers, making them Hug-you-nots. 
Prom: Insidious adaptation of the crime 
by juniors in institutions of higher learn- 
ing. 
Satan: 


name 


furnish ng the al- 


Partice ps criminis 
Hugger or huggee, as the case 


See ti rpsichore 


Shimmy: Same as dancing, only more 
aggravated, and sans locomotion. 

Taxi: An accessory before and after 
the fact. 

Terpsichore: Dramatic critic’s euphcin 
ism for dance hall proprietor. 

Toddle: Ambulatory progression to es 
cape detection. 

Tripping-it-on the Light-Fantastic:  Lit- 


erary extenuation, culled from the pages 
of Milton, and propounded by daring apolo- 
gists of dancing 
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CHEAP HUMOR 


By F. O. Anderson, Wesleyan (Middle- 
town) ‘24 
AM Cheap Humor 
Whenever I speak of stingy Jews or 

fighting Irishmen, thousands of cheap peo- 
ple chuckle gleefully 

When I suggest that every wife waits 
for her late-returning husband with a roll 
ing pin, they cackle delighted] 

When I hint that the great aim of ever 


married man's life is to kill, maim or slap 
his mother-in-law, they. guifaw loudly 
When I hint that a college man is never 


happy except when kissing a girl or drink 
ing, or both, they roar with laughter 

When I speak of bottles of home brew 
exploding because of the extra raisin, they 
hold their sides. 

I have only to mention the words: Ford, 
onion, red flannels, Swiss cheese, Hoboken, 
suspenders, cootie, cross-eyed, pickle, seat 
of the pants, and they fall into deadly fits 
of merriment. 

I am Cheap Humor 





A Grand Jury. 


din ng cars eer 


Something more than one thin dime 


stopped going wit 


‘What line of poetry suggests our modern 


“*The stag at eve had drunk 
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By Malcolm H. Oettinger, Harvard '22 
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f the Camel Walk. 


ir favorite comic weekly, in- 





DO YOU The Hunter See a Scalper 
THINK? Vayme—He is always boasting about hi First Row-—-What! Can’t I 


even get a 


hunting experiences. eat in the bald-headed row? 
By Harvey J. Gymme—Yes, but those who know him Ticket Clerk—Sorry, sir, but we're all 
Duneka. are aware that his hunting experiences sold out; you see this show is claimed to be 
Peinceten have been confined to shooting pool, shoot- a hair raiser C. A. Crawford, Cornell 


ing crap, and shooting the bull 
» YOI | Eugene R. Murphy, 
1)‘ [ think St. Vincent, Beatty, Pa. ’ 
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it woul d E 
make any ¢ Why Not? | 
' ference to me, 1 
] What a woman say goes Why not try it | 
/ our fe on a stalled auto? 
> ire were Leo Skolk , Stevens Tech 
be y le fair, 
“2 ' 
, And your figure Their Taking Ways » 
v4 was plump Prof. H. ¢ Ell excitedly One of my a 
nd your feet students stole all the alcohol out of my 7 


were too laboratory! 








‘ large? Prof. H Twocan (cynically That's 
T itt], 7” ™ nothing; just after mv lecture on nitrates \ 
) think [ me student took all the silver out of th , 
. : lver rate } 
Harold Coy, U. of A aa 
Ww, it alten . a OTe Te? 22 
» me if ' LIVE AND LEARN Drawn by ALFRED M. Rocnester, 
oy » were "THERE was a young student named Peck, College of Dental and Oral Surgery 2 
Serd 0 i ed ay w a to a check, “Well, what do you think of the 
| ’ Ane e looks > . > . 
And your In his pretty io a oe t Savages you met on your trip to 
} ecking aC And his coat we Men up to the neck Africa?” ° 
se ee Ding Freer, Stanford °25 Oh! They were very kind-hearted 
ood ? people. They wanted to keep me there 
Wall § love. eee What Benny Said for dinner. 
less in a Once our Benny had a ; 
eagr Soe But he soon got over it That Spring Feeling 
Drawn | a ree er Found it did not hurt a bit S/ seeing men shaking shoulders at a 
CHANDLER T. MYER . Said it was a Bennyfit lance Shimmie? 


Yak " } bet that Jol H. Vos, Carneg Tecl Hi No, flannels 
Used by Record I woul Bing Berns, Syracuse 


SOLILOQUY 


By Harold L. Smith, Trinity (Hart- 
ford) '24 


t HUMANITIES! Bah! H cal 


f spe 
| Of humanity when the t k of Greek? 
It’s worse than inhumar ° 
To make a man plug, night and da 
On this accursed stuff 
Classic, is it? Oh, indeed! 


Well, classic or not I'd rather re 


The Congression Library catalog 
Or a hieroglyphi eclogu 

Of Greek I've had enoug 
“Pote, pote,” that mear et ee 
Confound this le co! nere - 
ik “pote” wher £ 


that’s absurd 


Five minutes spent on one small word, 
And it’s near b fr ey oe 


Oh, what’s the use? Lord! What a head! 


I've half a mind to go to be 





This work will keep me ip t one, 
If I don't go to eep before t lone 
Oh, well, I'll try again! 


What’s this they say of Socrat« 
He could measure space by the feet of fleas’ 


How those ancients liked to |} 

Each other with their senseless jokes, 
And swear to them by Zeus! 

For such gems of knowledge must grind, 

And cram with tangled words my mind, 

And wear away this soul of mine, 

As I pound out culture line by line? 


I'm going to bed, by Zeus! 


Busy Jones 
First Neighbor What's old Jones doing 
nowadays? 
Second Neighb« Working his son’s way 
through college 





B g B », Yura se 


Still More Practical 
Egbhert—I can't understand hy a girl 





will buy a fur coat when she could get 
roadster for the same money 
f Varcella—But if a girl has a fur coat 
maybe she can get fella +h +} eat 
t H dv re by CADET FKANK Dorn, U. S. Military Academy ‘2 


Was t , A Bad Break. 
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Drawn by CHARLES A. Winter, Harvard ‘25 


“Solomon in all his glory was not 
arrayed like one of these.” 


A BIBLE FOR EVERYBODY 
CCORDING to H. G. Wells humanity 
needs a new bible, one adapted to the 
nterests and needs of all classes of people 
The following authors have certain quali! 
cations for some of these classes. 
Grantland Rice—for collegians 
Boccaccio—for co-eds 
Elinor Glyn—for old maids. 
F. Scott Fitzgerald—for flappers 
Nathan and Mencken—for budding jou: 
nalists and adolescent authors. 
Machiavelli—for captains of industry 
L. E. Ginabura, Ohio State U. 22. 


Disappointed 
‘How was the dance?” 
“Rotten! I came out with my own over- 
oat.” Harry W. Flannery, 


Notre Dame, Ind. '2: 























Drawn by Geonce THOMPSON, Stanford “2 
Hunch by Tommy Green, Stanford 4 


Smith—Better come with me and 
have a drink. I'm trying out a new 
recipe. 

Smythe—Sorry, old man I took 
my guinea pig down to a bootlegger’s 
last night and he hasn't slept it off yet 








A FRESHMAN’S LAMENTATION 
By Warren J. Miller, Pennsylvania '23 


ie not this awkward, hayseed ai: 
I brought along from Maine; 
Nor yet the punkin-husker stare, 
And absence of a brain. 
[It’s this fool tie and dinky cap 
That make the Sophs set up the yap: 
Hey, Frosh! 


They ask me for a yockahoo 
They ask me for a match; 

Or else some boob will order you 
To help wind up his watch 

And if I try to walk away, 

4 dozen of ‘em start to bray: 


He y, Frosh ! 


They work me hard from morn till night, 
And then from night till morn; 
Oh, Ma! I often wish I might 
Be back home shuckin’ corn. 
And when I’m sure I’ve ‘scaped ‘em 
Then sure as fate—that battle call: 
Hey, Frosh! 


Her Smoke 
Jim—Did you ever see her smoke? 
Tim—I'll say I did. She passed me in 
her Stutz once. 
C. H. Kirk, Wisconsin ’22 


Technically, Yes 
New York Preacher—lI've accepted a pul 
pit in Los Angeles 
Friend—A long-distance call, eh? 
WL. Stroud, Penn. State ’22 
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MODERN FEMININITY 
By Wendell Buck, Cornell '23 


\{ ODERN girls can be classified with a 
fair degree of accuracy into two great 
categories: the good-looking ones, and the 
brainy ones. The two elements, brains and 
good looks, are seldom, if ever, found com- 
bined in an ideal proportion in the modern 
female. She is either 100 per cent. brainy, 
or 100 per cent. good-looking. Let us cite 
examples. Take the modern “flapper.” 
There are but few who deny that she is 
attractive, ingenious, and clever, but no- 
body will ever accuse her of being brainy 
Her brain is about as active as a snail, and 
as dormant as Rip Van Winkle. However, 
her head contains a great deal of vacant 
space into which the brain, for all indi- 
viduals possess a brain, may ultimately ex- 
pand. On the other hand consider the 
young female college intellect, studiously 
inclined. As a rule, she is rather slow, un- 
attractive, and lacking in spontaniety. But 
her brain is né&rly 100 per cent. efficient. 
If you don’t believe it, just start an argu 
ment with her. 

So, men, after all, it is a case of brains 
versus beauty. Since your chances of find- 
ing a good combination of the two are 
practically nil, you must choose one of the 
two. Considering that “A thing of beauty 
is a joy forever,” while the desirability of 
a developed brain in any woman is open to 
debate, perhaps it had better be beauty 


Camera! Action! 


Jellybean—-Lord, man, what happened to 
your bathing suit? It’s all cut off! 

Curb Cootie—Yes. That’s the way my 
girl gave it back to me after I lent it to her 
last week 

Howard S. Aronson, U. of Texas. 


Professional 


The young stew had just received a res- 


taurant check for two for fifty beakers 
He was a bit surprised, and called for the 
heed waiter. With a confidential air he 


hispers to this rather large gent: “Say, 


don’t you give a rake-off for anyone in the 
same business ?’ 

“Ah, to be sure, certainly! 
plied the hard-boiled gent 
are you in, sir?” 

“I'm a burglar.” 

Henry T. Volkening, Princetor 


” amiably re 
“What business 
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Drawn by E. H. Purpy, 
University of Washington ‘24 


“You blind fellows can’t be too care- 


ful.” 
“Check! Brushed my teeth with 
shaving cream this morning.” 


DANGER! RUN SLOW! 


FELLOWS, I'm telling you! The little 
jane who sat next to Horatio on the 
train certainly had the appearance of an 
angel—form divine, heavenly features, ‘n’ 
all. The magazine on his lap had little 
interest for him while that lovely creature 
was near, and he simply couldn’t help 
watching and admiring her, though he tried 
not to act like a prude. He wished he knew 
her, and tried to think of something to say 
that wouldn't sound as if he wanted to 
start a conversation. But Horatio was a 
University student, so he could think of 
nothing sensible. 

Then the girl gave him one of the sweet- 
est looks imaginable. A pretty little blush 
crimsoned her cheek as their eyes met. Sud- 
denly her handbag slipped to the floor. 
Quickly Horatio bent over to recover it for 
her, and at the same time the girl reached 
down. As she did so he noticed a signet 
ring on her finger—a signet that he was 
very familiar with. 

“What! You—you are a co-ed at the 
University?” he gasped 

“Yes,” came the reply in a low, sweet 
voice. 

And immediately he resumed reading his 
magazine. 





Warren J. Miller, Pennsylvania ’22. 
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“Honi soit qui mal y pense.” 
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“He gurgled forth on high finance and how to make some cash 


The Lights of Learning 


By CHARLES A. YEATMAN, Cornell ’23 
ILLUSTRATION By B. D. Apams, Cornell °’23 
Hello, Uncle Walt! 





rf 
"THIS college life give me a pain, it rhe other day I heard one rave, both his rules discreet and ditch the other bird 
nakes me sick and tired; | always hear bald and underfed; the only bit of light he I plod along and never see a man who 
ome prof's refrair ipon the work re gave shone from his glassy head He shows the goods The goops that lecture 
quired gurgled forth on high finance and how to forth to me have lived within the woods 
Forsooth, I'd like to have a change from make some cast He led a dizzy song and And so I'd like to sell my books for just 
all this dizzy grind I long to roam some dance on earning daily hash. He talked a scad or two, and then I'd get my lusty 
mountain range and leave my books be- about the men of dough, of Morgan and his hooks on a freighter passing through 
hind There I'd live a life of ease, away gang: and then he gave “Ten Things to For all this life has wearied me, and I 
from toil and care; I'd daily munch my Know” at the end of his harangue would fain retire away from math. and 
bread and cheese and breathe in pure, That whiskered fogy thought for fair chemistry, and twang a mellow lyre. 
fresh air. And all the things that get my he’d made his stuff strike home To me I'm sick of all this cultured creed or 
goat I'd give the down-turned thumb: my it seemed all heated air from but an empty works of Keats and Pope; for Heaver 
life, sequestered and remote, would not be dome He might have gotten by at that knows I'd rather read some good Nick 
dour and glum if he’d had coin to show But a man Carter dope I've listened long and had 
Whene’er I think of all that cheer, | whose bank account is flat can’t talk to enough of gloomy profs. and deans. I'd 
; beat my brow with rage; I'm sick of lec- me of dough Now if a fellow came along like to quit this lofty stuff and try some 
tures that I hear upon the Golden Age who smoked two bit cheroots, I'd greatly pork and beans. 
The profs all have the same old spiel, they heed his worthy song and reap the golden But, just the same, it seems to me I'll 
sling the same old tune. Theytalkofthings fruits I'd park my gum beneath my seat stick around a bit and try to rate an Arts 
and ways ideal all through the afternoon and catch his every word; I'd follow out degree before I finally quit 
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. Drawn by E. M. Stucts, Jr., Carnegie Tech. '22 
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Needing money, he 
into the Presi- 
dent’s study and steals 


Wakes at 11 A.M. All 
college men are lazy. 


} 
| 





At 2 P.M. he marries 
a chorus girl. 


1 P.M. he has a 
attack of wood 
alcohol poisoning. 





At 3.36 P.M. he kills At 


an old woman with rac- 


From 3 to 3.30 P.M. 
he confers with 





SS 
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Drawn by W. W. Gower, University of Michigan. 


At 4.30 P.M. he mar- 
ries another chorus girl. 


At 7 P.M. he kills the 
his house for 
an overdone steak. 





— 





—~ 














Drawn by E. M. Scurwetz, 
Texas A. and M. College "22 


A Clean Getaway. 








As Most Persons See a College Man’s Day 





his racing car. 


JUSTICE 
PEACE 





daily summons 
Dean's office. 





4 P.M. he has a 
slight attack of poison- 
ing from fusel oil in 
moonshine. 


Wa= 





8 P.M. finds him sit- 
ting in on the inevitable 
all-night poker game. 


THE BEST-SELLER PUBLIC 


“" HE way to succeed in letters,” 
Said the novelist, Harold Bell Goop, 
“Is to write for the kind of folks who break 
Their crackers in their soup.” 
Joseph C. Ryan, Notre Dame, Ind. 


By All Means, Yes 


We've all heard about the guy that puts 
on his hat and then wonders where it is, 
but we vote a free ticket of fame to the 
guy that dropped his lid from a third-story 
window and then leaned out to pick it up 

Robert M. Moore, Stanford ‘25. 


As We Expected 


There was a golfer in our town 
He tortured all our lives; 

He bragged with all his might and main, 
And then shot ninety-fives 


Raymond A. Schenk, St. Louis U. ’28. 


Going into town he 
kills a traffic cop with 


At 3 P.M. he gets his 
to the 


THE FINISHING SCHOOL 
By G. W. Carmany, Amherst 


HE Joneses lived next door to Lucien 

out in Lilliput, a small town in the mid- 
dle west. 

“Bobby Jones,” said Lucien one morning, 
“why don’t you come on East and go to 
college with me?” 

“Naw, Luce, guess I know enough for 
this town. ‘Sides I ain’t got time for col- 
lege lernin’.” 


The day Lucien left for college wasn’t an 
easy one. For besides his folks there was 
Mary to bid good-by. Plain little Mary, 
as Lucien had called her. He had loved 
her for two years now and he was only 
seventeen, and this was their first separa- 
tion. 

“Promise me you'll be a good boy, Lucien,” 
Mary pleaded. 

“Mary, I will be a good boy, and when 
college is over, I'll come back for you, 
Mary.” He pushed back her braids and 
kissed her. There were tears in all four 
eyes. 


At college early in his freshman year 
Lucien tasted liquor for the first time. By 
the end of the year getting tight every 
Saturday he considered the week-end di- 
version. There were girls, too. After sev- 
eral house parties Lucien began to find his 
stuff; petting came as second nature shortly. 
It continued for two years during which 
there were frequent affairs. 

Lucien worked in New York in summer 
and visits to the homes of some college 
chums took much of his vacations. Interest 
in Lilliput lagged and he neglected Mary 
shamefully. 

Through senior year Lucien began to feel 
that perhaps these sort of girls were too 
frivilous to consider seriously. He began 
to think of Mary again and the old feeling 
slowly returned On his graduation and 
arrival home he immediately asked his 
mother concerning Mary. 

“Mary's fine, Lucien 
two doors down now.” 

“Oh, I'll run down and see her.” 

At the door Mary met him. “Oh, Mary,” 
he bubbled, “it’s so good to see you.” And 
then, “I’ve come back for you, Mary.’ 
That’s the nice thing about small town fel- 
lows, they’re so steady. 

“Back for me? Why, Luce, didn’t your 
mother tell you I'm married?” 

“Married?” 

“Why, yes. 


She’s living only 


I married Bobby Jones!” 


Afterward he hurried home. “Mother,” 
he broke in, “mother, why didn’t you tell 
me about Mary?” 

“Mary? Oh, Mary’s 


marriage? Why 


Lucien, I thought you'd forgotten all about 
plain little Mary.” 
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“Our Modern Eve.” 





























MANHOOD IN GLORY 
By Arthur Bronstein, Harvard ‘24 


‘HE alarm rang at 8.45 A. M 
Uriah Ray and Quentin Ray squirmed 

down, respectively and shivering, under 
their blankets. 

“Closa window, will you?” asked Q. R., 
“so we c’n get up.” 

“Close it yourself,” retorted Uriah in 
muffied tones. 

“Aw, go ahead,” said Q. R. 

U. R. muttered a personal remark 

“All right,” said Q. R. “I'll take a num- 
ber in my mind. If you guess it, I'll jump 
out and shut the window. If you’re wrong, 
you'll do it.” 

U. Ray consigned Q. Ray to better re- 
gions. 

“I got a number in my mind, between 
8 and 10,” continued Q. “What is it?” 

“Nine!” U. yelled. 

“Wrong. Eight and a half.” 

So U. R. closed the window and both 
arrived in time to be shut out from 


English A. 
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The oldest weekly in the world. 


Foolish Question 
Dizzy Co-ed—What s Bill taking this 
year? 
Biff—Traflic management 
“Do you have to study to be a policemar 
owadays?” Bing Berns, Syracuse ' 


Ought To Be 


“Ts your new nurse a good one?” 
“Why man, she was born in a hospital.” 
John H. Vos, Carnegie Tech. 
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“The price she paid!” 
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Setting the Style. 


PROSPERITY 


By 
E. A. Blumenfeld, 
McGill '24 
\IY neighbor may have lots 
of gold, 
May also have a car, 
But I am rich in Proteins, 
And that is better far. 


He may have castles, yachts 
and planes, 
Have summer isles and such, 
But I have stored up lots of 
Fats, 
And that is better, much 


He may have wealth and hap- 
piness, 
Health also may not lack, 
But Carbohydrates, I am 
sure, 
Are better, that’s a fact 


He may not have a single care, 
Have power of great range, 
But I am rich in Vitamines, 
With him I'd never change. 


A Lesson in Geography 
Friendship, N. Y. 

Love, Va. 

Kissimee, Fla. 

ting, Ark. 

Parson, Ky. 

Reno, Nevada. 

Peter G. Denker 

College of City of N. Y. ’24. 


How 

She—How can one tell the 
difference between a_ prof 
and a student? 

He—Well, if there are onl; 
two in a room and one of 
them is asleep, the other is 
the professor 


wea Wart , La} y 


17 


I Wonder Whether 


Celebrities ever smoke the cigars named 
after them? 

Any man in real life was ever as noble 
as the reformed crook in a melodrama? 

There is a movie without a final clinch? 

The people in automobile ads are really 
as small as they appear? 

Peter G. Denker, 
College of City of N. Y. ’24. 


His Vocabulary 
Prof—Your theme, Mr. Jones, is to con- 
tain a minimum of three thousand words. 
Jones—Good Lord, Professor! I doubt 
if I know half that many. 
D. H, Thumpson, Princeton ’24. 
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“I know your name, but I can’t 
plasche your fasche.” 
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EDITORIAL 


By WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE 


THE COLLEGE WITS 


HE first thing an engineer should do who would im- 
prove upon our civilization is to drench it clean with 
laughter. Laugh at it and see what parts melt, as 
mere mud shams under ridicule. The play of hooting and 
jeering will not crumble the stone or iron or cement; but 
the putty and paint and plaster will go. Instinctively 
youth, approaching every civilization in which it must 
live, derides it. The ribald laughter of youth is the only 
thing that will break down the false construction and mon- 
strous pretense that the past often sets up as institutions 
under which men are supposed to live. Laughter is not 
constructive; but, being one of the precious gifts of the 
high gods, laughter is revealing Let youth laugh as it 
will and the world need fear no decay. Only where mirth 
is checked, where ribaldry is suppressed does decay hasten 
to break down civilization. When the haw-haw crop lan- 
guishes, then the jungle creeps in. So go to it, boys. 
Laugh at this thing we have builded here. Our best blood 
We have toiled and moiled to get the old thing 
up and going. It looks solid, and we old chaps are vastly 
proud of it. But what do we know? What does any 
generation know of its own work? lLaugh—blast your 
eyes—laugh while we grit our teeth and glare at you, and 
so go off stage cursing you. But, lads, reverence for what 
we have done, and our fathers have done is the one awful 
menace to the structure before you. If it will not with- 
stand your laughter, it will not hold up for all our prayers. 
“You may fire when you are ready, Gridley!” 


A QUEER WORLD 
G twenties that you were a young man in your mid- 


is in it. 


twenties or such a matter. Suppose that seven or 

eight years ago you had been attracted tremendously 
by the great war. Suppose that you became convinced 
that the cause of the Allies was the cause of righteousness, 
and suppose that you felt that the sinking of an unarmed 
merchantman, the bombing of defenseless towns, the fright- 
fulness in Belgium, and the whole miserable ruthless busi- 
ness of war was the world’s last and worst curse. Then, 
suppose that when America got into the war you eagerly 
volunteered, or were happily drafted and went to your job 
in France. Suppose you did your job in the high hope and 
firm belief that you were making the world safe for some- 
thing or other, something high and noble, something better 
than the world ever had seen before. You came back 
rather tired and stale on the hero business, but feeling 
that the world was going to be a little better for your 
effort, and the lives and blood and treasure that it cost, 
and one day you picked up a paper, say it was the Revue 
Militaire, the official organ of the French Ministry of 
Marine, and you read this: 

It is high time we got rid of the misleading ideas which 
are prevalent regarding the use by Germany of the sub- 
marine as a war weapon. The submarine war was com- 
pletely justifiable. ... It is time also to explode the belief 
that the use of the submarine by Germany was inconsistent 
with the usages of the international laws of warfare. This 
view, which was circulated erroneously during the war, 
might dangerously prejudice our national defence in the 
future. .. . It is quite unjustifiable to contend that an 
enemy merchant ship should be warned before being tor- 
pedoed. 


There was justification of the sinking of the Lusitania 
not from the Germans, but from the French. 





Then you picked up another paper, and you read in it 
a statement from the wife of a British ex-prime minister, 
who said: 


I have never met a single person who has been im- 
proved by the war. The extravagant are more extrava- 
gant, the cranks are crankier, the backbiters more spiteful, 
the rich more frightened, the poor more restless, the clergy 
more confused, and the Government more corrupt; and 
there is more hardness, levity, blasphemy and materialism 
than I have ever seen before. 


And, more than that, if you found greed and complaisance 
with greed in all walks of life, profiteers in capital, prof- 
iteers in labor, and a nasty cynicism in the hearts of those 
who stayed at home, what would be your reaction? 

A young man named Claude C. Washburn has written 
a novel about those reactions called “The Lonely Warrior,” 
an earnest and significant book, and, barring one chapter, 
which is frankly nasty, a fine and noble book. A queer 
world it is, and filled with queer people who, during the 
three years that have followed the war, have had some 
queer spiritual reactions, some strange disillusions, some 
undreamed of doubts. “The Lonely Warrior” is a chal- 
lenging book. The devil himself cannot laugh this chal- 
lenge out of countenance. 


LEAVING THE SHOW 


WENTY THOUSAND people committed suicide last 
year in the United States; which fact seems to be a 
reflection upon our well-ordered life. It would seem 

that the great panorama which history is unfolding before 
us day by day, forever beckoning with its to-morrows 
and luring us with big events just around the corner from 
to-day—it would seem that that gripping panorama ought 
to hold us all in our seats upon this planet. We may be 
hungry, we may be forsaken, we may be cold, sick, un- 
lovely and unloved, and yet it would seem that the daily 
story of life about us, the great tragic events that are 
looming before us in Europe and in Asia, and the great 
comedy that should cramp our sides with anguished laugh- 
ter here in America, should hold us tightly upon the planet. 
Yet twenty thousand of us have voluntarily got up and 
walked out, left the show cold and flat, and for what? 
Perhaps they are going to the big show, perhaps they are 
only going to bed. But they are missing a mighty good 
thing, nevertheless. The spinning world never before has 
held so much to charm the eye and engross the soul as 
it holds to-day. 


SCIENCE FAILS 


*©«CVCIENCE,” declares our good friend, W. J. B., “can’t 
make a monkey out of me.” Righto, William J.! 
There is one place where science stands baffled. A 

lot of wonders science has done; eliminated time and 

space upon the planet to such a degree that one feels 
almost that those two great obstacles to happiness may 
be indeed illusions of our senses. Science has many, 

“many inventions” that have decreased the labor of man, 

and distributed his wealth marvelously, abolishing kings 

and breaking down tyrannies, which of old enslaved the 
millions to the few. But when science undertakes the 

seemingly easy task of making a monkey out of W. J. B.., 

science finds that he has beat her to it. And a fine job 

he has done for a journeyman monkey-maker, even science 
must admit, by way of having the last word. 





—— 
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“The Waisted Generation.’ 


WHY I HATE THE LANGUAGE 
YECAUSE Harold Bell Wright uss t 
> Because it is as musical as a steel mill, 

as beautiful as a canning factor; 


Because t furnishes another field 
which to plead for purity; 
Because it drives some men to drink ar 


others to simplified spelling 

Because it gives an opnortur 
ferring to the War as “the late unplea 
antness.” 


Because, no matter how long I live. I 
shall never cease to make mistakes wit! 
Tom Carskadon, St for 
Curiosity 


She—Would you marry me for money 
He—No. How much have you got 
William C. McHenry, 

Wesleyan (Middletow 


See Se i a 
Drawn by ALFrep M. Rocnester, 
College of Dental and Oral Surgery °22 


THE COLLEGE MAN 


And as he really is. 


As he is often depicted. 





Eh WELLIN. 


PROVERBS 
[IF you will play wth fire, do it with a 
hos 


Not to let one hand know what the other 
lo« s good Chr tianity but poor bridge. 
What worth getting is worth trying for 
inless you can get it otherwise 
Two heads are better than one, especially 
* they are on dollars 
Jordan Owenby. Stanford. 


PREFERENCES 
| LIKE Marcel, even though she is inne- 
cent and demure. She doesn’t pet and 
she dances decently, but I still like her. 
Her dad was awfully white to me once when 
I was tired 

I like Helen. She prefers to dance all 
the time, but she has a nice car, and their 
»k is imported from France. She doesn’t 
go so big with the college 
a. crowd, but then they’ve 

never fed there. 
aa I like Ruth. She shoots 
Y a heavy line and then 


ce 


F ducks but there is always 


the chance that she may 
be caught. Variety is the 


Ay GS s 
p \ {\ o ; 4 ~\ 4 spice of life—so I like 


’ . Ruth. 

a ae I like Betty. She 
! knows her lines best of 

4 J all. Her dad is stingy, 


mY , she hasn't a car, and I’ve 


. ; never dined with her, ex- 
cept, of course, at the 
Biltmore, but there is 
something about Betty 


Lt_-* i j when she looks up and 


says, “Please—just one,” 
that’s worth while. Yes, 
I like Betty best. 

William B. Belden, 


Cornell '25, 
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MY FLAPPER 
FRIENDS a 


By Joseph C. Ryan, 
Notre Dame, Ind. 
CLEVER girl, 

é This Betty Mack, 

Her hair was red, 
But now it’s black 


A singer great, 
I Mazie Doone, 
It a Ways seems, 


She's lost the tune 


A linguist skilled, 
Is Elsie Day, 
For “past” she always 
Says “passe.” 


a 


A peppy lass, 
Is Minnie Ware, 
She’s always playing 


Solitaire. 


—_— ‘ SAD BUT TRUE 
at ept i 
some dude \] 7, os — 
from get- thorely 
ting hurt. convinced that 
And while nee 
they call I came to 
it a coat college t 
of mail i 
We think Cary 
it’s just on thn 
an old him 
knight Geo. S. Hul 
shirt. Bo l 
A Paradox 


“Can your daughte 


“No, but she does.” 


7 


Leo Skolki 


r piay the p ano?” 
, Stevens Teel 





Viewpoint * 


The Cynic said, 
A marriage is 


A woman grab 
And makes h 


L. Thurston Pend 
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“A Telling Blow.” 





“Ah, me, 
sympatheti 
s a simp 
is life patheti 


leton, Amherst 


L, Cornell ‘24. 
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THE NEW MAJOR SPORT 
By M. J. Cassin, Dartmouth ’22 


T(™HE advance of petting as an intercolle- 

giate sport has seen the abandonment 
of the old-fashioned method of coaching in 
automobile. A 


favor of the more modern 

few pointers, however, may be of use to 
the novice whose technique is weak, and 
these are given below 

The game requires no diamond nor other 
grounds. It may be played wherever there 
s comfortable seating room for one. 

The players are two: One, a flapper, by 
which is meant a highflier whose wings 
are not sufficiently developed. The other 
a mere man, provided only that he have a 
potent line. 

As in tennis, love is nothing, but unlike 
that game requires no racquet. : 

The referee called a chaperon. This 
person lays down the rules. Sometimes 
the rules are carried out dead 

In the other major sports a man is lucky 
to win one letter. In this one he may win 


y number of letters from any number of 
colleges, depending only on his skill. 

The game is not particularly fatiguing. 
It can be played any number of times in an 
evening, and at a first-class party a flapper 
will be busier than a one-man trolley dur- 
ng the rush hour. 


We hope to see the game increase in 
popularity this spring. We expect to go to 
a few parties ourself 

AMSHIP 






Drawn by thas Welle 





CHARLES H. Wo ur 
Ohio Wesleyan 
University 
Ticket Agent—Ticket to Liver- 


pool? What class? 
Oswald—Me? Oh, I'm in the class 
25 


ot 


ETERNAL ENEMIES 
By Harry N. Waldman, 


College 


Dickinson 


WHE had just returned from the cabaret. 
After taking off her wraps, she walked 
mirror and, gazing at herself both 
critically and admiringly, pondered over 
the events of the evening 
The hour early 
» that the slightest 
ie sound produced as the 
her 
turn 
uddenly 
scratching ik 


works ata w 


to the 


was prevailed, 


Quiet 
could heard 
struck two 
As was 
her 


be 


noise 
l 


clock 


her she 
toward clock, move 
checked \ ound, sug 
h a Is heard 


ndow 


trom reverie 


aroused 
bout to 
nent wa 
restive ot 
when a burglar pane 
reached 

She ] 


her ears 
tened 


seemed to come 


heart The 
made her 


with throbbing 


ound nearer It 
flesh 


Still 


creep 

the ound came nearer In abject 
terror she drew back. What was 
? And she was all alone! 
her eyes opened widely. 
her. She expected the worst 


lrerror-strick she let 


fear and 
to be done 
Suddenly 
breath failed 
to happen 
hrill ery! 


A mouse 


en, 


darted into the room. 


Her 


out a 





——— 


Drawn bu M. G. WInstow, Carnegie Tech. '22 
Hunch by T. S. Reprpiier, Carnegie Tech 
“Eskimo Pie-eyes.” 
THE MEETING An Eye for Pulchritude 
THEY met once on a moonlight night, She Have you read Croce on Aesthetics? 
3ut never after that, He What's that, esthetics? 

For he was just a worn-out shoe, “Appreciation of the beautiful.” 

And she a yodeling cat “Aw-go-on, I’m no defective!” 

Franklin H. Love, William Jewell ’22 J. L. Eddy, Jr., Cornell ’24. 
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ie oor ee SF 


Drawn buy 


“Here’s another octogenarian died. 








WILLIAMSON, Yale 





What in the deuce is an octogenarian?” 


“Victim of some awful disease, I think—you’re always reading about them 


dying.” 


2) 














U. of Pittsburg! 


“Have you had your iron to-day? 


ODE TO A TEDDY 
By G. Fred Brewer, Wisconsin 


yo" dainty, fluffy underwear 
What lu ‘ . wenn ti 
Man's eyes are seldom thusiy Die ed 
A silken rustle at the be 

Is all the evidence he knows 

Of woman’s charming underclot! 


Immodestly in window 


You cause the men to stop and st 
Although I blush to gaze it v« 

I know that ere the spring is throug 
I'll hear my father wildly swe 

At bills for sister's underwear 








GALOSHING THROUGH LIFE 
By C. P. Lathrop, Rutgers ‘22 
\W ap Rg te ’ says the College man, 


e laugh aloud at time and weather 


When stormclouds come we teach our Frosh 


lo care nought for his cloth or leathe: 


But scuff a gay z£ ilosh 

Why worry says the College man, 
Life is too short, and Death too long, 

So with a smile we take the jos! 


Greet criticism with a song, 


Why worry? says the College man, 
That motto served us well in France 

While rabbit hunting ‘gainst the Boche 
We didn’t ride with plume and lance 

But scuffed a mean galosh 

Why worry? says the College man 


4 cheer cleans better than a sigh 


he dirt in life can’t stand the wash, 


The grouch can't make the grade, that 


wl 


Over, Yes 


Junior Ww! y as sober as a convention of 
lonkeys n a morgue, there, Freshie 
Aren't exams over 

Frosh Over nothin’! They're over my 
ead, that’s what 


Robinson Newcomb, Oberli: 


He Was 
Fl pant Flapper Oh, are you on the 
rew? 
Aid Camouflage I was the stroke unt 
| found out that it made me sick to ride 
backwards R. J. Sloan. Cornell *2 
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Drawn by FRep Fisuer, Stanfo 


Evva—How I love these cold winter nights! 
Green—Do you do it in the spring, too? 








AN EPISTLE 
On Sending a Term Bill Home 


[EAR DAD: | 
Another term has rolled apace 
Again the mercenaries of this place 
Beset us fore and aft with bill on bill 
It is their right to dun us, and they will 
And so, while wishing you the best o° luck 
| take my privilege to pass the buck 
] hope that t affects you not too sore 


Cheer up! Just think t might be ever 
more! 
So here enclosed within this little verse 
lo Make a raid upon your fatted purse, 
Is that which will convince you surer st 
Your oving or wa t ghtly titled 
BiLI 
William ¢ mt Le J Hamilt "a4 


// 








Drawn by A. R. Strcom, Yale i 

Title by M. ¢ SARKAN, Yale j 

Her Father—Look here, young man! 
What are you doing with my daugh- 
ter? 

Stude—Why—that is—I'm teaching 
her a new dance step y 

“H’m! We knew that when I was 
a boy!” 


COLUMBUS WAS WRONG 
By Jess Hoke, U. of Oklahoma ‘22 
THE people of the olden times declared 


the world was flat, 

That if you kept on walking straight you 
learn the truth of that 

They could give you many reasons that 
would make you stop and think; 

They could tell you how the ocean kept 
from falling o’er the brink 

Even had an « xplanatior that ¢ inined 
the setting sun 

They could answer all your question » we 
could answer every one 


Now in those olden da‘ they had none ot 
our pleasure car 

They hadn't started fig’ring on an airplane 
trip to Mars 

They didn’t have the wirelk and they had 
no telephone; 

The Edison electri grr to them wa t 
unknown; 

Their only music was by moutl n those 
sad days of old; 

They hadn't yet discovered hooch,” o1 


money made of gold 


You cannot name a pleasure that they had 
in olden days 

Golf had not been discovered o they had 
no golfing craze 

O’er faces women wore a rag; the soul kiss 
was unborr 

They hadn't been awakened by the mowers 
of early morr 

They didn’t have ovr “nigger golf,” they had 
no poker game; 

The wildest parties that they threw would 
now be far too tame 


They do not know what they have missed 
by choosing to live then, 


For they declared the world was flat and, 
say, it must have been! 




















— TO YOU I 
TELL IT 
- —— 1 By N. P. Colwell, 
CS ae ee Dartmouth ‘28 
@eoteae 
in 
335 The days of 
aoe Long ago my mother 
Used to say “Go to 
bed 
Like 


A good boy 
And when mother gets 


Home she'll bring 
you a 

New 

Toy!” But now 

Alas! Ye modern ma 

States as she goes 
out: 

“Go 


To bed like 
A good boy 
And when mother gets 





Home she'll bring 
you a 
New 


Daddy!” He 


jrawn b . 
Ore a EB Rickanp, Who said: “Tis 
Notre Dame °24 A changing world,” 
said 
John held A mouthful 
Junior. Thanxalot 


THE REDRESSED FAULT 


I IS wife said meekly, “Yes, I know, 
My ballroom dress is rather low;” 
Then added: “But a fault confessed, 
rhe adage says, is half redressed.” 
Ernest H. Abernethy, l of N.C. °22 


Question 
“I wonder,” sighed the freshman 
“You wonder what?” asked the sopho- 
more. 
“I wonder if a genius who stayed at home 
could be called homogeneous.” 
R.W ilks, Vanderbilt U 


Bound to Win 
“That guy will make a great success wher 
he steps into his father’s shoe business.”’ 
“What makes you think so?” 
“He made his sheepskin on a bull.” 
H. B. Rorke, Stanford '? 


The Wrong Idea 
Chaperon—The very idea! You shocking 
girl! Dancing in this dark room with that 
man when I was out! 
Flapper (indignantly)—-But we didn’t 
dance! 
H. M. Smyser, Ohio Wesleya: 





Drawn by i 
- CHARLES A. WINTER, 


v) Harvard "25 ry 
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Vrawn by Russet. R. Benson, Ohio Wesleyan “2 
Ohio Wesleyan ‘22 


Hunch by DUNBAR Beck 





oY“ 


Ye Student Inquisition. 


“Three reasons why a college education is necessary! 
(So that’s settled, Mr. Held!) 


BALLADE OF GOOD ADVICE 
By Florien Gass, Missouri U 


F Helen had said words like these 
To Paris, where would Homer bet 


“Paris dear, mere fallacies 


Will never win your love-green plea 
You'd be a dead weight at a tea 
With such a prosy, sluggish brain. 
You do not think romantically 

Nor vibrate in my cosmic plane.” 


Just think if thus had Heloise 


Mistreated Abelard, i.e.; 

“Go on and rave just all you please, 
I fear I simply can’t agree. 

You know for people such as we 

A tandem life would be a strain, 
For you don’t dote on poetry, 

Nor vibrate in my cosmic plane.” 


And what if Mayme should think that she’s 


Too good for soda-squirts to see” 
“No, Egbert. Many family trees 

Sport minds untrained to your degree 
You have, most undeniably, 

The pink-shirt confplex, | maintain 
You don’t know Wells, nor read H.D., 
Nor vibrate in my cosmic plane.” 


MORAI 
You know, my dear, that you love me; 
Don’t spring that line—you know it’s vain 
I won’t, as long as I am free, 
E’er vibrate in your cosmic plane 




















If one of your tires is carry: 
ing ‘more weight than the 
other three because of less air 
in the tube, it is being driven 
to premature destruction 


The weight of the 
car should rest 
EVENLY on. all 


four tires 


In order to have even 
pressure you must 


measure it with a 


TWITCHELL 
AIR GAUGE 


$12 


At all dealers 


TWITCHELL CO. 


1518 So. Wabash Ave 
Chicago 























TENNYSON RETOUCHED 
By Harold R. Harvey, Pomona '24 


YRAM, cram, cram, 

4 For the mid-year ex., O Stude! 
For if you don’t your college life 

Will end in exit rude 


O well for the earnest lad, 
Who's studied as he should 

O well for the brainy boy, 
Who knows his memory’s good 


But the shuffling, stumbling stude, 
Whom lecture courses spoil, 

Must thumb-mark many an untous hed page 
With a smudge of idnig oil 


(ram, cram, cram, 
For the mid-year ex., O Stude! 

For the searching shaft of a three-hour quiz 
Makes bluffing pretty crude. 


As a Maid Thinketh 
If you seem anxious to please a woman, 
she thinks you are a softy. If you refuse 
to grant her wishes, she thinks you are a 
brute. If you spend your time and money 


on other women, she thinks, and gets 
jealous. If you do not, she thinks you are 
slow. But—if you have a car, of a good 
sort, she thinks of nothing but it 

Dick Smith, Stanford '22. 








Are You a Mason? 


We Have It! 


Send for a mplete catalogue 
f Masonic t k ewelry and 
uppiie 


REDDING & COMPANY 
Dept. X 200 Fifth Ave, New York City 





What Book Do You Want Most? | 


CELESTIAL BANKING 
By Arthur D. Grose, Tufts '23 


\ TE have heard much of the books kept 

by Saint Peter, or Saint Nicholas, or 
somebody we have never seen. Anyhow, 
there are those humble servants who think 
of the hereafter as a business proposition. 
You die. You go to a window, get your 
pass book from the powers that be, and 
find entered therein long columns of debit 
and credit, misdeeds and deeds. Then you 
present the book at another window and 
draw out a big pair of nice homespun angel 
wings (or a little pair) . a little pair of 
red horns (or a big pair). For of such is 
the kingdom of Heaven . and the other 
place. 

Here on earth we slip up from time to 
time and without due contemplation and 
deliberation — or sometimes with 
overdraw our account at the Tenth National 


it — we | 


Bank. But we make up the overdraw—or | 


get into hot water. When on earth can we 


overdraw our heavenly account? If we | 


don’t make up the amount overdrawn why 
shouldn't we expect hot stuff in the sweet 
by and by? 

The little friendly party of penny ante. 
The Steve Brodie of the crowd thinks, “If 
I can only draw an ace I will have a full 
and money enough to buy my fill. If I win 
I'll put a dime in the collection Sunday.” 
He is overdrawing his account, giving prom- 
ised altruism as security. 

Yes. It’s handy. But we mustn’t forget 
that there will be no polite telephone calls 
telling us to cover the overdraw. 

We must temporarily keep our own ac- 
count. And keep it straight. Income tax 
and all. Don’t forget to have plenty of 


| good deeds to balance misdeeds. 
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WHITE 


Fag 


REG.US 


 eGLECERINE SOAP 


For sixty years 
the one best glycerine soap 


THE bath room or wash room which contains 
a cake of No. 4711 White Rose Glycerine 
Soap is made luxurious by that one touch alone! 
Such a delightful sensation of mildness in its use! 
Such richness of purifying, creamy lather! Such 
a faint, agreeable perfume! No wonder this soa 
is found wherever particular people make their 
ablutions. Take a cake home to-day,—or a box. 
Your favorite shop has it. 


4711 yoerins Soap 


You will also enjoy the use of: 
No. 4711 Eau de Cologne—the genuine e old- fashioned 
Cologne water, made the same since 1792—an 
No. 4711 Bath Salts—which come in seven exquisite 
perfurmes. Nothing like these Salts for softening the water 





| and exhilarating the bather! 


MULHENS & aperer. Inc. 
Made tn U.: 


25 W. 45th St. New York 
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Drawn by W. |. Gisss, Purdue °24. 
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“Class Preparation.” 


24 























Is this offer too qood to be true? 


Is it possible that we are offering a value too great to be credible? 


Do people shy at the thought of getting too much for their money? 


I rece lied CVE 
thousand cu box 
love Wi cle ibed ind 
pictured thes it 
Littl Leather Librarv honesth il 
cerely, accuratel But we received 


relatively few order 
Then we n tiled r eral more tl 


sand circulars to booklovers, this tin 

enclosing a sample cover of one of the 
volumes illustrated above Orders 
came in by the | dred! The reason. 


we believe, is that most people can not 

believe we can really offer so great a 
ine iia alee lee cn iemealiliel 

Vaiue unless they a sample 

lly, it 

is impossible ior us to show you a 


In this advertisement, natura 


sample volume The best we can do is 
to describe and picture the books in 
the limited space on this page. We de 
pend on your faith in the statements 
made by the advertisements appearing 
in Judge; and we are hoping you 
will believe what we say, instead 
thinking this offer is ‘‘too good to be 
true.” 
What this offer is 

Here then is our offer Che illustra 
tion above shows thirty of the world 
greatest masterpieces of literature 
These include the finest works of such 
immortal authors as Shakespeare, Kip 
ling, Stevenson, Emerson, Poe, Cok 
ridge, Burns, Omar Khayyam, Macau 
lay, Lincoln, Washington, Oscar Wilde. 
Gilbert, Longfellow, Drummond, 
Conan Doyle, Edward Everett Hale, 
Thoreau, Tennyson, Browning, and 
others. These are books which no on 
cares to confess he has not read and 


Many people who have been asked t 


they are worth from $50 to $100 
These records 


an 


on file for inspection of 


» guess the value of the 
books have estimated, before we told them the price, that 
for the complete set 


any one interests 


re read book whi | car re idit i. 


| icl of these | { 1s lete 

Is 1 t that abominatior ( - 
tion ol extracts the paper Is a higl 
grade white wove antique, equal to 
that used in books selling at $1.50 to 
$2.00; the type ts clear and easy t 
read: the binding is a beautiful limp 


material, tinted in antique copper and 
green, and so handsomely embossed 
as to give it the appearance of hand 
tooled leather 

And, though each of these volumes 1 
complete (the entire set contains over 


] 


3,000 pages), a volume can be carried 


conveniently wherever you go, in your 
pocket or purse; several can be placed 
in your handbag or grip; or the entire 
thirty can be placed on your library 
table ‘‘without cluttering it up”’ as one 


purchaser expressed it 


What about the price? 
Producing such fine books is, in 
itself, no great achievement But the 
aim of this enterprise has been to pro 
duce ther ita price that anvone in the 
could afford: the onlv way 


we could do tl is Was to manutlacture 


Ww hole land 


them in quantities of nearly a million 


at a time—to bring the price down 
through “quantity production.” And 
we relied for our sales on our fait! 
that \mericans would rather cad 


classics than trasl 


bec | ed | jo Ie in ¢€ Cl 

Ik of life 

Yet we | fre ( daily mai 
ha ma ho rie of ne ple st} 
( no believe we i | 3,0 such 

| i¢ for d2.94 1uS [x cy ¢ Wi 
ago not know how to combat thi 
kepticisn All we can say i end 
for these 30 volume if you are not 
satished, ret 1 thie il 4111 time 
within a month and you will not be 
out on pent Of the thousand ot 
J idge reade! who purchased this 
set when we advertised it in previous 


issues not one in a hundred expressed 


r any reason what- 


Send No Money 
No description, 


do these 30 volumes justice. 


dissatisfactior 


evel 


illustration, can 
You must 
see then We should like to send every 
reader a sample, but frankly our profit 
is so small we cannot afford it We 
offer, instead, to send the entire set on 
trial Simply mail the coupon or a 


letter: when the set arrive , pay the 

postman $2.98 pl rm ige: then ex- 

amune the bool \ tated ibove 
1 ] 1 

our mone will ie returned it iny 

time within 30 days for any reason, or 


for NO reason, if you request it Mail 
the ce upon ol i letter NOW" while this 


el bet ( 


u, or you may forget 
Little Leather Library Corp’n 
Dept. 495, 354 Fourth Avenue, NewYork 





What happe ned ? 
OVER TEN MII 
| ION of the se Vol 


} P 
unics have airead 





Little Leather Library Corp’n, Dept. 495 
354 Fourth Avenue, New York 

















THE BATHER 


knowledgei one o 
the best pictures 
the art market toda 
o Life. It is INNO 
CENT and very BEAT 


A agent 






jerstand 4 ‘ ecta 
‘epywright, 1919 pe at 
We are making the stud n tw en, 4x10 ’ e 
es are obtainable . 
6x10 75 $1.00 $3 .50 
10x20 $1.50 “1 £6 $5 50 


Fords Foto Sts, Dept. J, Ellesbur Wash. 








Drawn by Rosert Gray Hopkins, 


University of Cincinnati { 
SURE, IT HAPPENED IN 
BOSTON! 


“Why, my dear, what is the mat- 
ter?” 

“I just shot father.” 

“You extraordinary child. The next 
thing I know you will be using slang!” 











DIAMONDS 


For a F ew Cents a Day 


Diamond bergains —! 28 pages of them. The greatest Diamond book 

ever published sent free for name and address. Your choice of 
millions of dollars worth of d ds sent upon request. Mo 

\. ve an 0 few entsaday 8 per cent yearly increase 
in value gt savemteed Extra 5 per cent bonus may be earne< 


Write Today {35.2innr" Wats Rowe bey sae 


J. M. LYON & CO. 1 Maiden Lane. New York. N.Y 

















It is REAL. It is true 
to I 


rIrFUL y ant) 
eipadmiting it because 
t the beaut {the fis 
fe, the x t 
water, the act t 

mposition, the tone 
the w ert dept 

e skylight at 
that goes t ake t 

ture whatit It is 





A Feast for 
Judge Readers 


S OUR readers will see, 

this Annual College Wits 
Number of Jupce is packed 
from cover to cover with joy- 
ous contributions from the 
college boys and girls of the 
country. Smaller type than 
usual was employed in the hope 
that all of the good things 
selected from the thousands 
of contributions might be used 
at once, but as happened last 
year, there is an overflow which 
will be used in subsequent 
numbers of His Honor. Thus 
the announcement of the names 
of the winners of the three 
honorary silver cups annually 
awarded may be delayed for a 
few days in order to check up 
carefully on the results. A 
large number of contributions 
were received too late for con- 
sideration 











HE SAW AT A GLANCE 
By W. R. Ranney, Dartmouth ‘22 


j cot LD see in a glance that she was 
different 

In the first place, she dressed sensibly. 
In vain I looked for the fashionable foibles 
of her sex; no rouge, no powder, no short 
skirt, no long neck, no sinuous, twisting 
curve of garment. Instead, the natural 
pink and white of a healthy, natural com- 
plexion; the modest length of skirt: the 
decorous height of dress, and, above all, 
the good, clean, sensible lines of her figure. 
No freak here, but young ladyhood in its 
Victorian simplicity, wedded to modern 
mprovements 

Il approached her. “Pardon,” I murmured, 
“but I must speak to you. You embody all 
my ideals, good sense, good looks, good 
character. Will you marry me” 

She turned a radiant smile upon me, and 
spoke: “You old-fashioned idiot! You lump 
of prehistoric cheese! You memoir of an 
octogenarian! Marriage! Marriage went 
out of fashion with bustles, you voice from 
the past! Besides, you curio, if I did mar- 
ry, I'd .want a husband, not a rare geo- 
logical specimen Marriage! You relic, 
where have you been these last few dec- 
ades?” 

I limped away 


ferent 


She certainly was dif- 


Retort 
Jim—You don’t have to 
knock my form to every- 
body 
Crow No, your knees do 
that 
Phil Newill, Stanford °24 


Why She Loved Them 
He—You love children? 
She Yes, I've been a col- 
lege widow for three years. 
William C. McHenry, 
Wealeyvan Viddletown ) 


But— 


“I'm sorry, son, but my 
salary has been reduced | 


The Dominant 


SE. Factor of Life 


13 Great Books for Only $1 


Here is the greatest collection of sex books 
ever written and now offered at a bargain 
price The most important facts of life 
made plain Learn the laws of sex and life 
by reading these books, which are written 
for voung men and women, fathers and 
mothers The titles 


Manhood: The Facts of Life. 

Montaigne's Essay on Love. 

How to Love. 

Eugenics Made Plain. 

What Every Girl Should Know. 

Case for Birth Control. 

Aspects of Birth Control: Sociological. 
Moral and Medical. 

Debate on Birth Control 

Emerson's Essay on Love. 


NO Ween 


~ 

9 

10 Balzac's Famous Stories of French Life 

it De Maupassant's Short Stories 

12 On the Threshold of Sex. 

13 Marriage: Its Past, Present and Future 
Thirteen interesting books in all 4 

to 12S pages (‘onvenient pocket size 


Now offered for limited time for only $1 
prepaid Send dollar bill, money order or 
check for $1 before this offer is withdrawn 
Ask for “15 sex books 


HALDEMAN-JULIUS COMPANY, 
Dept. D13 Girard, Kans. 





NORTHERN LIGHTS 


By Frank Lockerby, U. of Wash. 
(Seattle) '22 


MAN isn’t a musician because he fiddles 
around. 

It isn't the sharp curves of the road that 
endanger the lives of modern motorists so 
much as the gently rounded ones that are 
discernible along the roadside. 

A tooth is not the only piece of ivory 
some people possess 

The sound is the most conspicuous thing 
about the modern sound reasoner. 

Prohibition and its consequent home brew 
products seem to be increasing the bier out- 
put of the nation. 

A woman who makes a hash of thing:« 
isn’t always a good cook 

Almost everyone is fond of books, pa: 
ticularly pocketbooks. 

A rich girl is sometimes a poor catch 

A lot of people who are continually rais 
ing their voices ought to be arrested for 
iorgery. 

Price evidently doesn’t have much bear- 
ing on the problem of keeping the modern 


woman in clothes. 


this ad and mail it to with your same and 
On = “Raton by ver we will cond you » Hane 4 


return mail, postpaid 
the razor for 30 days FREE; then if ‘nae “ane So A - 
$1.86. In youdentibeitrean it. © wo MONEY 





| MORE COMPANY, Dept. 485, ‘on Louis, Mo. 














twenty per cent., so I'll have prawn by HerMan X. VAN Corr, Yale ‘23 


to cut down your allowance.” 
“But your income tax is 


HE HAD KISSED HER 


reduced, too, isn’t it?” Archie—Why did you call your mother? 


, toe 
0. L. Clarkson, Cornell °2 


Dorothy—I—I—I didn’t know she was home! 


























by DAN Strite, Ur of Washington 

Market Note—‘“The farmers are 
looking forward to an early fall. 
Chicken is still high and business is 
looking up 


Draw 


EYES 


By Edwin W. Cruttenden, Hamilton '23 


| LOOKED into her warm brown eyes 
Soft shadow 


And 


To find a place to parh 


quickly slowes 


looked into her bright blue eves 
Deep pools of bubb 
The dance is almost 


“Where can 


ng laughter 
done,” I said, 


, , r+ ° 


looked into her 
Light mist ir 
And reached to 


And wiftly 


oft grav e 


immers nights 
where tne cord 


dimmed 


But merry eves and languid ¢ 
Are all the ame ou'll 
When they 
And all the ‘lashes lined 


DRIPPING LINES 
By R. C. Emmons, 
Oregon Ag. ‘24. 
SMALL canoe, 

And cosy, 





| EUS Var er 





too 


a. : Me 
oe Co-Edna and Co-Eddy 
Oey A windy draught 

us al t An exposed calf, 
\ ' B { youth with nerve 
ay rar unsteady; 
- 4 mellow moon, 
ae] ’ , 
b | a | A lover's croor 


A snag, a sound of 

ripping 

Ed and Edna 

Climbed the bank. 

And both of them 
lripping 








were 
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JUST THINK 


CA UGHT IN — SS 
THE ACT! Would all he spoiled. 

A Corinthian If you should sneeze 
Necking D reteontea 


Clear Baby's Skin 
With Cuticura 
Soap and Talcum 


Ointment. Talcum,25¢. everywhere Forsamples 
poy at Cuticura Laboratories, Dept. 7. Malden, Mass 














The telephone at your elbow 
seems so simple an instrument, it 
does its work so quietly and quickly, 
that it is difficult to realize the vast 
and complex equipment, the deli- 
cate and manifold adjustments, the 
ceaseless human care “behind the 
scenes’’ in the central offices. 


Behind the scenes is the terminal 
of all the underground and over- 
head lines on the streets and high- 
ways. Here are the cable vaults; 
the great steel frames containing the 
thousands of separate wires and 
fuses for the subscribers’ lines; 
the dynamos and storage batteries ; 
the giant switchboards through 
which your telephone is connected 
with the other thirteen million tele- 


phones in the Bell System. 
And here, in charge of this 


equipment, are the guardians of the 


Guardians of the Circuits 





circuits — the wire chief and his 


master electricians and 
Their first 


duty is the prevention of “‘trouble.” 


assistants 


experts in telephony. 


By day and by night they are con- 
stantly testing the central office 
equipment, the overhead and under- 
ground lines, the subscribers’ indi- 


And when, 


some cause beyond control, “‘trou- 


vidual wires. from 
ble’ does occur, nine times out of 
ten it is repaired before the tele- 
phone subscriber suffers the slightest 


inconvenience 


It is the skill of the men behind 
the scenes, together with scientific 
development and construction, eff- 
cient maintenance and operation, 
which make it possible for you to 
rely upon the telephone day and 
night. 


“BELL SYSTEM” 


Ne : ON 
Ri 5) 
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reo Better Service 


RONDEAU OF VERACITY 
By W. R. Ranney, Dartmouth ‘22 
like 


T° tell the truth, I'd to see, 
Things as they really ought to be 
The thought futile, I'll admit. 


But ponder, please, the depth of it 


The world in utter harmony! 
The import of it staggers me 
| faint at its immensity; 
Mankind persuaded, bit by bit 
To tell the truth! 


No quarter for cupidity 
Deceit condemned as heresy; 
No need of “overdue . remit 


A gallows for the hypocrite; 
But an impossibility 
To 


tell the truth' 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
ts o/, One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed toward 
-« 


Great Expectations 


Sweet Young Th g--Don't you dance? 
Bored Frosl Naw 
“But you'll have to after you're ma: 
ried s 
“I expect to dance all the time then!’ 
Roger D. Washburn, Boston U. °22 





Learn Advertising 


to $40 






$ ¢ : “ arning, to earn $20 
fo” weekly writing letters, booklets, folders 
1? et Rig demand for trained advertising 
mer ' wome Study intensely inter 
fascinating rite today for 
e book of particulars 


Applied Arts institute, Dep. ¢ 
Wit yn Building, Phila tha 


Weekly 
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Real Vermouth 
as made by us dur- 
ing 64 years of 
wine-making at 
Bordeaux, France 
Just 5 ounces of 
pure alcohol re- 
moved from each 
bottle for use in 
this country. French 
or Italian styl 

“Original Recipes” 
Tells you how! Send 
for your free copy 


Restaurant 
Wine Co 
New York Office 
476 West Broadwa 
LOCAL DISTRIGUTORS DESIRED 


hy’ UNITED STATES APPETIZE 


‘we COCKTAI Sg 
WafSCKTAN OS 





ee TR ee A 


MOMQUIN, RT. & WINE CD. 











“DIAMONDS-WATCH HES 


ie oy) ~ Cet of @8 2d DIT 
Genuine Diamonds ©4284" 


Our Diemonds are distinctive in fiery 





brilliancy, blue white, perfect cut Sent 
prevsid for vour Free Examination, on 


. Everything fully explained. Over 2.000 i} 
an ", Pit jnstrations of Biasson ae Watches. gow. 
hi tect 2 gity. Siiverware. | Reduced 
geste. - tin sk The Itamond Ring “iihestrated te only one 

Whi of e multitude shown in oor large Cate 
rom you can make selections 

Ps se. te eolid Exquisite diamonds, from $25 ur 
at 875. Sis. $150. ep. LIBERTY BONDS ACCEPTED AT PAR 











LOFTIS BROS. & co., National Jewelers 
108 


Oept. N-874 State St., Chicago, Ili 


AUTOMOBILES AND WOMEN 
By Hack Schumann, Jr., Yale '24 


Autos are well Women are too. 


painted 
Have different speeds. Do too. 
Rip each other up And down. 
Get lit up at night Also 
Run out of gas at 

times. Never do 
Tell age on hills Do too 
Knock occasior ally Knock cont 
Get by on air Do too 


Have to be licensed Not yet, but 








Show off one day a Show off 4 a 
year. year 
Are all nice at first.* Are too. 
Change abodes often Same sé divorces 
record 
Cause trouble Much the same 
Can be steered at 
will Try and do it 
Can't do without Can’t do without 
them, them. 
*Fords excluded 
Against the Law 
N the village, that dear Moulin Roug 
Had a clientele noisy and houge; 
But the neighbors complained 
: And full soon silence reigned, 
For the coppers dried up the delouge 
H. Benjamin, Columbia 
Comics,Cart = 
Be. Orr Newapaper ar i Magazine | _ 
trating. Pastel Cras 
traits and Pash “ Be Ms 
e r Local Classes. Wr 
terms and List of « f 


students 
Associated Art Studios 











Drawn by ALrrep M. RocHestTer, 
College of Dental and Oral Surgery ‘22 


“A Baby-grand.” 


CREDO OF AN INVETERATE 
BLUFFER 


By R. B. Freeman, Amherst °23 


One Day Before Final Exams 
/ BELIEVE 
Th 


it studying an outworn tradi- 
tion 
That such terms as “study hour” and so 
on are interesting only as philological relics 
of a torgotten age 
That if I had studied an hour a day, | 
would have been a Phi Bete by now. 


That I'm brighter than the profs be- 
cause I can always fool them into believing 


| that I know stuff I've never even heard of 


That text-books should be purchased by 
book collectors only 

That no prof hould be allowed to teach 
who has an irritating, harsh or disturbing 
voice 

That marks and grades are products of 
facuity imagination 

That I'll pass all my stuff to-morrow with- 
out half trying! 


One Day After Final Exams 
[ believe 
That I flunked, not because I didn’t know 
there is an ancient 
family feud between the prof’s family and 
mine! There must be! 


enough, but because 


1 Year and a Day After Graduation 
Il believe 

That I should have learned something in 
college while I had the chance. In other 
vords, 


That I should have studied! 
- < 
sia 
«4 
—— iz 
sat Be / 
"\VF > 
—— / 
VV . 













Double Action! 


Icer Johnsons are the 
most accurate and pow- 
erful revolvers ma F 
mous as the ortgina 
mer the hammer 3 
Automatics. Now offered for the 
first time at @ cut price — 
y more for anknown 
pF ae maxes? Nickel 
or Biue Steel. Sa 
e 


SAFETY AUTOMATI 

Fine as a 23-/eweled | DoubleActionSolidFrame 
watch! Nickel or Blue 
Steel. Rifi 
sign, 








Genuine Iver Johnson double 

of barrel, de- | ac he on hammer type revolver 

and construc-/ 22 Cal. 7 shots, 32 Cal. 6 
tion represent 50 years of | shots, 38Cal. bshote. Nickel 

unbeatableAmer- or Blue Steel 

icanworkmanship Many dealers gen 

$10. Our pri 


Your choice, 22, 
32 or 38 Cal any caliber, only 


SEND NO MONEY! pisin peckage,, Fay poet 


master our lees than wholesale price on arrival, plus a few 
pennies age. Weoffer only famous makes of firearms 
under their trade names—no nameless, secondhand or 
second quality guns in our stock, Absolute eatisfaction 
@uaranteed or your money instantly refunded. 


ANCO SALES C0., Dest. 112, 513 E. 43rd Street, CHICAGO 
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Drawn by J. L. 

Professor (on tour of inspection)— 
While writing a book it took me one 
year to finish twelve sentences for 
posterity, my man. 

Convict — That's nothin’. While 
bein’ a crook it’s takin’ me ten years 
to finish one sentence for burglary. 


Stanford 5 


DEVoTo, 


Cut Up 
Brown 


He looks 


boxing 
beaten 


Jack—Did 


enter the 
tournament? ] 


pretty well 


up. 

Jill—No—he just had a bad trimming 
barber's. 

William G. Smith, Am 


at the 





— 





Drawn by DENNIS AND Crovcn, Cornell. 


“Have an accident, 
Just had one.” 


“No, thanks. 


old man?” 








_|W.L.DOUGLAS 


| | mcs scrnanc| FAMEBELOEN “$700 & $800 SHOES 
aa || PO rere & 5600 


oy W. L.DOUGLAS SHOES 
SOLD DIRECT FROM FACTORY | W.L. DOUGLAS PRODUCT IS GUARANTEED 
TO YOU AT ONE PROFIT BY MORE THAN FORTY YEARS 
EXPERIENCE IN MAKING FINE SHOES 


Be AMPING — pack P= They are made of the best and finest 
id 

















































ST 
5. hale vee FACTORY leathers, by skilled shoemakers, all 
working to make the best shoes for 
the price that money can buy. The 
quality is unsurpassed. Only by 
examining them can you appreciate 
their wonderful value. Shoes of equal 
quality cannot be bought elsewhere 



































at anywhere near our prices. {— 
® Our $7.00 and $8.00 shoes are 4y 
esas fas Uiiendads: Maha exceptionally good values. W. L. : 

. L nives ity of Michigan reyes — atta png = W.L. Douglas 
“Did you ever get overseas?” a eS aT os wee 1a ane a 
“Nope—never got a grade above a not make one cent of profit until best known shoe 

“ny” | the shoes are sold to you. It is worth Trade Mark in the 
, dollars for you to remember that world. it stands for 
CLEANLINESS IS NEXT TO— THE STAMPED PRICE when you buy shoes at our stores | thehigheststandard 


CLEVERNESS is YOUR PROTECTION | YOU PAY ONLY ONE PROFIT. | ° quality atthelow~ 


est possible cost. 
By Tom Carskadon, Stanford ’22 The intrinsic value 
} 


scenic re No matter where you live, shoe of a Trade Mark lies 
| or ——— -y B sng poe pale dealers can supply you with W. L. | In giving to the con- 
nightgown as he hurried inn the golden Douglas shoes. They cost no more | sumer the equiva- 
tairs to open the gates. It was Celeste, in San Francisco than they do in lent of the price 
daintiest of angels, back from a trip to New York. Insist upon having W. L. paid for the goods. 
Douglas shoes with the name and Catalog Free. 


earth. 
retail price stamped on the sole. Nilo 
Do not take a substitute and pay 
. President 


No sooner was Celeste inside the gates 
extra profits. Order direct from Ww. Douglas Shoe Co. 














than a crowd of other little angels came 
flapping down about her. They had been 
waiting up all night to hear about this 





wonderful earth, where goloshes were worn 

pen but cellars were Gast shut. the factory and save money 145 Spark 8t., Brockton, 
“Earth is the jolliest spot in the uni- 

erse,” began Celeste, breathlessly. “It 

eminds me of Mars when the news from 

Ireland comes in. The people are happy 


ind joking always. 

“When I first arrived, I enjoyed their 
high good humor immensely. They jollied 
their absurd railway system, or lack of 
system, their votes for women and talcum 
for men, They joked about open air opera, 
maple nut sundaes, and say it with flowers; 
about fawn colored spats, South Sea travels, 
and H. L. Mencken. They were agile, apt 
and entertaining—really funny, like a 
belted overcoat. 

“Later on I fell in with a different set. 
They were a small group and occupied a 
certain field all by themselves. These peo- 
ple didn’t have enough energy or ability 
to be clever, and so contented themselves 
with being naughty. Rolled sox set them >. 

i 


howling with mirth, while a reference to a “Sima Wns oe ' 
pocket flask was simply the last word. ‘ wit te My 
“All this was supposed to be amusing ee = Width 
I y f it. Daily news- “ mic BL diaimain. Rivet orem. a 






but soon grew tired of 
papers had made me aware of the fact that . , “< 
prohibition wasn’t altogether a_ success, } — 
while department store windows had made 
me familiar with women’s apparel. I longed 
to tell these people that the world was 
perfectly willing to admit they were regu- 
lar devils, and all like that, and now that AAA D Gy ornenr’ 
they had established the point, would they ; : 
please turn around and give the world what | 27@¢wn by Cartes GoLpHamer, Parkdale College Ir 
wanted—-something really clever?” “IT wish I was a little boulder.” 
“Who were these people you speak of, 
Celeste” Suspicious 
“They were the college comics.” 


“" ~ 
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BOOK ON 





“Is your husband a policeman ?” 
— “No, but he goes with them a lot.” 


ieniiiamenihiiiienes e goes with them a lo DOG DISEASES 


FOR MEN oF BRAINS. by Pr And How to Feed 
a 2 etoa address by 


Why I 
‘GAR H2—You can ’t kid a chemistry prof America’s the Author 
O—Howzzat ° Pioneer H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc. 


| 
| H2—He has too many retorts Dog Medicines | 129 West 24th Street, New York 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— Mike Ely, Stanford '24 
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SA 
RT. 


Properly Trained Artists Earn $100 weeks 7 
Meyer Both Cotiege ts Departmen 





Both Company—offers y ou a different aad p ‘ al 
aiming I ou like to draw, «es op your talent 
study his pra ‘ ours taught by the largest 
snd most widely known Com a! Art Organiza- 
tion in the held with 20 years i ss which ea 


year produces and sells to advertisers in the 
United States and Canada over ten thousand 








commercial drawing Who else could giv 
you so wide an experience? Com- 

ercial Art is a business necessity 

—the demand ) r ua 

tists is grea ré ry yea It isa 


highly paid, intensely int 
protession, equal open to 
and a He 


ork be ‘Your Spertomiy r 


MEYER BOTH COLLFCE 
of COMMERCIAL ART 
Michigan Ave. at 20th St 
Dept. 99 CHICAGO, ILL 
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l'rawn b Prrevers W. Bare Wabash Coile 


“Movie of 


gees, SEXUAL 
KNOWLEDGE— 


LUSTRATED 
By winFiELD SCOTT HALL, M.D. PhD 
SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
el every young man ond 
Every youn, woman should knew 
What every youn: husband and 
1.00 Every youn wile should know 
What every parent should kaow 
Postpaid Cloth binding 320 pages——many illustrations 
Mailed in plain Tonle of contents, and commendatims 


wr app 
nm request 
AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 509 Winston Bidz. Phila 
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Drawn by E. F. Bissantz, Cornell "24 


IT’S THE FASHION! 


“Isn't she a bit deformed?” 
“No, she’s a futurist artist's model!” 





ee | 
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student getting up for an early class.’ 


The Poor Fish 


Frosh—-Say, where's the college aquarium? 
Senior——-Er—lI don’t know where it is my- 
self. Why do you ask? 
“I want to take a look at this university 
seal I've heard so much about.” 
Warren J. Miller, Pennsylvania ’22 


9 


Say It With Music 
Mike—Have you heard that new record? 
lke—Which one? 

“The one that has ‘I Used to Love Her’ 
on one side, and ‘I Wonder Who's Kissing 
Her Now’ on the backside.” 

E. B. Dennis, Jr., € 


‘ornell 








The very latest and best, 
authoritative 


GUIDE BOOKS 
to Cuba and the 
West Indies 


if y ‘ pusiness will e intere if im, or 
ever expect to visit Cuba an ‘ t Indies, 
1 will want these book 

hey are the very latest and best, authori 
tative Guide Books to Cuba and the West 
Indies, including the Virgin Islands 

Simply as literature you will gain much from 
their interesting text and their remarkable 
pictures which have been specially gathered 
flor these books and prmte ad from new type 
and plates on fine qua book paper 





Profusely illustrated with plotograplis wl 
ips { p to-date, authoritative mlormation 
on Jamaiea, Haiti, Sant Domingo, Porto 


Rico, Virgin Islands, St. Kitts, Nevis, Mar 
iumique, St. Lucia, Barbados, ‘Trinidad, Cura 


«0. Covermg excursions, sports and amuse- 
ments, historical facts and places, hotels, 
markets, customs, and clear information that 
will make and pleasant 


getting ab 5) 
Pocket size flexible binding, Cover Ss 
wo colors, helpful maps 


on recespt of pric 











A compar volume to he look on 
the West Indies, ce ed exclusively to the 
Island of Cuba, covering histori ~ data 
Commerce: Havana; Cabana: Morro Casik 


Havana's Hotels, Cafes, ‘Theatres ond movi 
Sports, Souvenirs; Currency; Y. M. C. A 


Information Matanzas Transportation 
Post Office: Santiag: Antilla; Manzanillo 
Guantanamo; Cienfuegos; Camaguey; Amer 
wan Colomes Churches Social Customs 


Postal, Telegraph and Cable; National Holi 
days. Pocket size, flexible binding, 

cover in colors, helpful maps. Sent 75 
postpaid on sousint of male Cc 
WILLIAM GREEN, INC. 


627 W. 43rd ST., NEW YORK CITY 


























PEACE 
By Hubert J. Roemer, Corneil ‘22 


OW that such important questions as 
4 the Irish problem and tilm morals 
have been settled, it is time to look into the 


Peace Conference and the resultant inter- 
national relations. 
We will be a sister to all humanity and 


a brother to little nations; but who will be 
papa? That is a problem which has made 
Lloyd George finger the buttonhole of his 





frock coat. Nevertheless, a great celebra- 
tion of joy will be held, a saturnalia of 
peace. The British Navy will call for the 
U, S. Army and take it out rowing. But 
don’t rock the boat--people who live in 
glass houses should have an underground 
cellar. Some day we may have to call on 
the navy of Peru to put down a whisky 
rebellion against the bottleggers. If the 
sailors turned the ship’s hose on them 
could it be called fire water? England will 
never stand for a tremendous cut in its 


army, for what will become of the younger 
sons so prevalent in novels? Maybe they 
will have to turn novelists instead? Cen- 
tral American principalities are strong for 
disarmament, for they figure on buying up 
a lot of cast-off gun-boats and slightly worn 
cannon and campaign hats. They can have 
a world of fun, and who could stop them‘ 
Who'd want to stop them? Ah, it’s a great 
question and can’t be laughed off with a 
of water. No, indeed! 


AMBITIOUS AGNES 
By Leonard Bronner, Jr., Dart- 


glass 


mouth ’23 
GNES was ambitious for she wished to 
é win renown 
As a modern Cleopatra—in not half of 


Cleo’s gown 
To flit across the Broadway 
To earn herself a handsome 
lo be acclaimed the latest rage 


New York towr 


stage 
wage 


In good old 


So she hied her to a burlesque where ambi- 
tion took a spill, 
She couldn't sing, she couldn't 
couldn’t throw a thrill! 
Hers was a curious stage career; 
For this is true though it is queer; 
She charmed the eye, but shocked the ear! 
Her voice was high and shrill! 


dance, she 


Now Agnes’ purse is stouter; from the 
stage she did decamp, 
And adorers throng about her as the moths 
about a lamp; 
She doesn’t screech the latest air, 


But gives that longing, loving stare, 
And as for kissing—boy, she’s there! 
In the movies she’s a vamp 


AIN'T IT THE DEVIL—? 

Wm. A. Long, U. of Mississippi ’22 
\ THEN you are feeling like a starving 

European, and the guy that rooms 
next door mysteriously borrows your 
knife—-and returns it next morning 
cake crumbs on it? 

When your preacher comes to see you, 
sits in a draught, sneezes, and blows a cloud 
of dust off of your Bible nearby? 

When the Proctor, on a tour of dor- 
mitory inspection, indignantly strips your 
walls of shocking pictures of bathing beau 
ties—and then hangs ’em up in his private 
office ? 

When a he-flapper borrows 
toothpick or chewing gum and 
return it? 

When it suddenly dawns upon you that 
for two weeks you have thought your room 
mate’s toothbrush to be your own? 

When the baths have been out of commis- 
sion for a whole week and not a darned 
soul told you about it? 

When everybody round 
chapel exercises giggles and 
much while a prohibition lecture: 
ing that you can’t sleep? 


big 
with 


your last 
forgets to 


you during 
whispers so 
is speak- 


Lucky 
The lucky fellow who has saved some of 
his Christmas hootch for the glorious 
Fourth has another kick coming 
Joe Earnest, U. of Texas '22 


he Only B 
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of its kind in the world! 


ALO STUDIES 


je Masterpieces of J ‘hotographic cA rt 


The complete colleétion of the celebrated 
ALO STUDIES, by Albert Arthur 
Allen, has been put into a handsome, 


} 


bound volume. 


This Art Edition De Luxe contains thirty- 





creations of the nu¢ 


t\ hor raps 

vo photos apni 

blending the purity and charm of \ 
- , 

amid Juxuriant settings of nat 


} 


A copy of this remarkable work, bout 
in leather, gold stamped, is a valuable ad- 


dition to the most carefully selected library. 


Order your copy at once, Make yourse 


with the work of this eminent Amer 


Leat! eT 
Cloth 
Art Paper 


*ALLEN cArtT STupDIOs 


4106 Broadway, Oakland, Califor 
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Drawn by Curster Goutp, Northwestern University 


24, 
Lighting a seegar—complete in one reel. 




















Happy, restful 
days— 





HALFONTE- 
ADDON HALL 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 
Combined in ownership and 
rd management. Hospitable, quiet 
ma; homelike. Broad deck porches 
4 overlooking the sea. Beautiful 
pavilions and sun parlors. Pleasa 
rooms. Goltand yacht club privile 

On Beach and Boardwalk. American 
Plan. Write for folder and rate 
LEEDSand LIPPINCOTTCOMPANY 
The new Boardwalk Wing of 
Haddon Hall will enabl« 
Chalfonte-Haddon Hall to 


welcome 1,200 guests 























WHAT ENTRANCE REQUIRE- 
MENTS SHOULD BE 


















By Geo. S. Hulse, Boston U. '24 | 


Tae appl cant 
I. Should be the son or daughter of 


man whose yearly income is not iess thar 
one hundred thousand dollars 

II. Must know and feel the benefits of 
dancing and cigarette smoking. 

III. Should realize that two and two, al- 
ways and without fail, make four, except in 
the case of law colleges where the addition 
often amounts to five ... or more. 

IV. Must be aware of the fact that the 
front steps of any of the college buildings 
are reserved at all times by the several 
fraternities, for their “rush-parties” and 
“smokers.” 

V. Should realize that study is a_ sec- 
ondary considerat on, which should not, at 
any time, interfere with the student's 
education. 


a 


DANGEROUS DAN 
H® is dangerous, the maid opines, 
Let him not put you in fetters. 
A no-maid’s-land, between the lines, 
You'll find in all his letters 
Dick Smith, Stanford 








SEX KNOWLEDGE 


Prevents the sorrows and tears caused by igno 
rance and adds much to individual and 
married happiness 


“Where Knowledge Means Happiness” 
is a book that tells simply and 
clearly vital facts 


Every man and woman should know 






Cy 


A Z 
_ } Every husband and wife should know 
“ Sent postpaid for $1. Cash. stamps, 

} money order or check 


Dept.6 KNOWLEDGE BOOK CO 


ne ~\\ New York City 


257 West 7ist St. 











Drawn by W. F. Lyte, 
Freshman Class, Austin College. 


“Follow me chicken, I’m full of corn.” 


CYNICAL OBERVATIONS 
By Leonard E. Ginsburg, Ohio State '22 
( Apologies to Re my de Gourmont) 

A MAN gets cynical when he can’t get 
é anything else Under similar circum- 

stances a woman enters politics. 

Old men give young men good advice 
when they are no longer able to set them 
a bad example 

Nature abhors 
friendships 

Man is always putting something in his 
mouth: his finger, a cigarette, or his foot 

A cynic always sees the mother’s head 
between the daughter's shoulders. 

To the lover even the soot emitted by the 
train that bears the object of his affections 
away is a token of her love when it settles 
on or about his person. 

Tell the lies you would like to live 
Sometimes, when they involve another, she 
might believe them. 

Respectability is governed by laws of 
relativity. And some girls’ codes merely 
require one to call at least twice before 
trying to kiss them 

What profiteth it a man if he make a 
good impression and lose the woman? 


vacuums and platonic 
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Drawn by P. F. Huones, Jr., Cornell °22. 


She—How dare you speak to us? 














FOR 


AUTO .25 CAL. 


Cartridges 


Retail Value $22.50 $8 75 


A beautiful little 
pocket gun Shoots 
7 times, .25 cal. steel 
jacketed bullets. Checkered grips N 1 
and safety lever. Small and compact, o. 19 


font lee GET OUR CATALOG 






THE FAMOUS 


“32 NINE” 
—Built Like a Watch— 
REGULAR ONLY 


3.00 *]1* 


The most beautiful. finest 
made, all-around automatic in 
the world—bar none. Winner of practically all 
European Championships. New model, faultless 
action, super-quality blue steel. Grip safety and 
line sights. Takes any .32 auto. cartridges. Shoots 
9 times, hard and straight. Very few parts, and 
dissembled with fingers. Don’t compare this with 
cheap imported guns. Absolutely guaranteed. If you 
don’t think it is worth $35.00, we will gladly re- 
fund your money. The biggest bargain ever offered. 
ORDER NOW! Our goods are new, not rebuilt 
When You Need A Gun, You Need It Bad. 
Don’t put it off. Protect your person, your home and 
HER. Order NOW while these bargain prices last. 
Write name and address plainly and order by number. 
~ SEND NO MONEY NR 
Unless you wish We will ship by return mail 
and you can pay the above low price, plus post- 
age, to the postman, on arrival of your revolver 
AMERICAN NOVELTY COMPANY 

2455-57 Archer Avenue Chicago, Ill. 
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WET MEASURE OF TO-DAY 
'T’ WO pints, one quart, 
Two quarts, one fight, 
One fight, two cops, 
Two cops, one wagon, 
One wagon, one ride, 
One ride, one judge, 
One judge, one fine, 
One fine, $100. 


Bing Berns, Syracuse ’22, 





We don’t know you. 


He—You ought to, I’m from the chain works. 


“The chain works?” 
“Yes, I'm the missing link.” 
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, Beacon Lights of Business 


LONG perilous coasts, lighthouses throw their guiding 
rays far into the night to warn the mariners and help 


them safely past the shoals. 


Business, too, has its beacons. They are the advertzsements, 
‘ which throw a powerful light to guide you in your buying. 
They show you what to buy, where to buy and when to buy. 


Spend a few minutes running through the advertisements in 
this publication. Then buy the products that have proved 


up in the light of advertising. 


Manufacturers who advertise deliberately focus thousands of 
eyes on their products. Their wares must be ood, their 
values honest and their prices right or they could not adver- 


tise successfully. 


In the advertisements you see products that have made good 
under the critical inspection of buyers. These products are 
full value products. They return you dollar for dollar. 
Buy them. 














Let the beacon of advertising guide you as it is guiding so 


many astute buyers. 


., 








Then you can know that every cent you spend buys its 
full quota of value. 



































How To ImproveE Your MEmMory 


A Complete Course in Memory Development 


by 


Dr. Cameron B. Rowlingson 


LL successful men must have 

good memories. The man with 
the accurate, dependable memory is 
the man who is marked for ad- 
vancement. Memory is the mental 
storehouse from which your judg- 
ment draws the facts to guide it. 

A poor memory is like sand: 
shifting, unreliable, uncertain. 

A good memory conjures up the 
facts from the warehouse of know!l- 
edge at the beck of the will and 
shapes the successful man’s judg- 
ment. 

When one forgets, mistakes re- 
sult. Mistakes cost money, cause 
inconvenience and sometimes ruin 
business. 

Fundamentally, there are but 
two ways of Developing the Mem- 
ory, one is by artificial “Systems” 
and the other is by natural 
methods. 

Some of the artificial systems 
give surprising results—TEMPO- 
RARILY—or on some particular 
stunt. Their basic principle, how- 
ever, is unsound for they are noth- 
ing more nor less than a mental 
crutch and they lack the universal 
applicability which characterizes 
the natural methods. 

Dr. Cameron B. Rowlingson’s 
course of lessons gives you the fun- 
damental principles of the natural 
method of memory training, based 
on laws of mental action as proved 
by scientific investigation. Once 
you master his basic principles, you 
can apply them to anything you 
want to remember. 

It gives you all of the basic prin- 
ciples of memory development. 
Put the principles taught into prac- 
tice and as surely as effect follows 
cause your memory will be im- 
proved. 

You receive more than printed 
matter; you get knowledge—ex- 
pert knowledge which is presented 
to you in a way which makes it 
easily mastered. 

Increase your efficiency and earn- 
ing power by improving your 
memory. 

Hasn’t your failure to recall an 
important fact often placed you at 
a disadvantage in a discussion or 
made you feel disconcerted in 
business? 

Hasn’t the failure to recall a 
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man’s name often made you feel 
embarrassed or humiliated? 

Hasn't the forgetting of an im- 
portant engagement or appoint- 
ment caused you to lose an oppor- 
tunity? 

Wouldn't you like to greet all 
the people you have met with their 
right names? 

Wouldn't it be an advantage to 
you to walk up to a person whom 
you have not seen for vears and 
salute him like an intimate acquain- 
tance? 

Now all the disadvantages of a 
poor memory can be eliminated and 
you can develop a good dependable 
memory by practising the simple 
and natural rules laid down for you 
in the 


FUNDAMENTALS OF 
MEMORY DEVELOPMENT 


BY 
DR. CAMERON B. ROWLINGSON 
Syracuse University; College of Osteopathic Phy- 
mecians and Surgeons; Associate Member %! 


Society of Applied Paychology; Honorary 
ber of California Osteopathic Association. 


Fundamentals of Memory 


Development is a Com- 
plete Course 
of six lessons in Memory training 


which is the result of study and 
research by Dr. C. B. Rowlingson 





extending over a period of more 
than four years. 

He has freed the subject of tech- 
nicalities and cumbersome meth- 
ods, and gives you a course that 
is practical and understandable, 
yet thoroughly scientific. 

Although the course is short, 
it iscomplete. Conciseness be- 
ing a virtue that makes for 
clearness. 

Knowing the letters of the al- 
phabet, how easy it is for us to read 
and write. Fundamentals of Mem- 
ory Development bear the same re- 
lations to acquiring a good memory 
as reading does to the alphabet. 
Once you master these basic princi- 
ples, you can apply them to any- 
thing you want to remember. 
These lessons give you methods for 
remembering and once the habit is 
established, it becomes automatic. 

Fundamentals of Memory Devel- 
opment has been endorsed and rec- 
ommended by business men, pro- 
fessional men and teachers. 

For instance, the Principal of 
William Penn High School for 
Girls writes us as follows: 

PHILADELPHIA. 
To Whom It May Concern: 

I have read with great interest “Funda- 
mentals of Memory Development,” by Dr. 
Cameron B. Rowlingson. It is an admirable 
statement of the psychology underlying the 
memory. Dr. Rowlingson gives suggestions 
for the cultivation of the memory which 
would certainly enable any one who followed 
them to make great improvement in this 
important function of the mind. 

Yours very truly, 
W. D. Lewis, 
Principal. 

Fundamentals of Memory De- 
velopment is printed on Regal An- 
tique India paper and bound in the 
finest of pin point imitation red 
leather with flexible covers. 

This is your opportunity to ob- 
tain this course of lessons at the 
reduced price of $2.00. 


—--—-——-—-COUPON— ----—- 


Dr. Cameron B. Rowlingson, 
627 West 43d Street, 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Sir: 
Enclosed please find $2.00 payment in full, includi 
ystage for the “Fundamentals of Memory Training, 
y Dr. C. B. Rowlingson. 














